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TO WILLIAM GIFFORD, Esq. 

Whose critical labours on the Works of Mas sin- 
OBR have so greatly facilitated, and so widely extend- 
ed their perusal, and to whose taste and judgment 
the Editor of the present adaptation stands indebted 
for his early acquaintance with, and attachment to, 
that Poet, this alteration of the Fatal Dowry 

18 BESPECTFULLT INSCRIBED 
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BRIEF BfEMOIR 

or 



This gentleman was born at Hercules* Buildings, 
Lambeth, August 20, 1794. In his countenance, his 
£gure, and in every thing which enables him to im- 
part a gracefulness of expression to his attitudes, 
nature has been more bountiful to him than to one in 
ten thousand. 

There is not mucli of either advantage or of plea- 
sure to be derived from tracing out, and dilating 
upon the infantine peculiarities of an individual 
standing in the situation this gentleman now does. 
The early manifestations of genius called forth the 
usual fond admiration of friends^ and when he be- 
came sufficiently confident of his capacity to make a 
public essay, he had to encounter the usual obstacles 
in the shape of undiscriminating, jealous, and 
wavering managers. He had made some attempts iki 
characters of minor impcn-tance, with decided suc- 
cess, prions to the calamitous conflagration o. 
Drury Lane Theatre, but that event checked for a 
time his career in London. 
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He had the good fortune to obtain an engagement 
for the Dnblin Theatre, whither he went, accompa- 
nied by Mr. Johnstone, and for three years continued 
" here, progressively rfsing in hii profession. He 
then returned to London, and was immediately 
engaged by Mr Arnold, to perform at the Lyceum, 
at that time the head quarters of the Drury Lane corps, 
and appeared there for the. first time as Sangrida^ 
in the melo-drama of the Wood Damon, 

On the opening of New Drury, (the first night) 
he sustained the part of Laertes^ and his performance 
was deemed fanltless. His fine form, and his perfect- 
ness in the art of expressing, by his atcitudes, every 
Tariety of passion, from the most tender to the most 
fierce, give him inomense advantages in his delineatioi^ 
of melo-dramatic heroes: He has not, however, 
neglected to secure the more sterling approbation of 
those who prefer Hamlet^ Falconbridgej Joseph 
8urfae€t Captain Absolute^ 4*0. 

Mr. Wallack undertook a professional, and, as it 
«veBtually proved, successful ** trip to America," 
fkCGompamed by Mrs. Wallack, daughter of his frienf 
Mr* Johnstone. In 1821, he re-appeared at Drury 
Lane in the highest walk of his profession| and ,al 
the end of his engagement, revisited America, where 
lie was agun on the point of enjoying his former 
success, when a serious accident befel him, attended 
by a fractured limb, which confined liim to his bed 
for a considerable time. By diligent and tender care, 
he at.length recovered, retnl'Aed to England, and 



again appeared at Drury Lane, with greater suocets 
than eyer. 
This gentleman is now Stage Manager at the 
I llieatre-Royal, Drury-Lane; where his panctual 
discharge of the duties of that laborious office, Lis 
'saayity to every one under his superintendance, and 
scrupulous attention to the interests of those whose 
lerrant he i«, never fail to attract the notice of any 
person who may happen to be admitted behind the 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

It is many years since the various scenes of passion^ 
and situations of tragic interest in the Fatal Dowry, 
suggested to the arranger of the following pages the 
desire of restoring to that drama its place on the thea- 
trical list, of which the }>lagiarism, under the title of 
The Fair Penitent, had so unjustly defrauded it; and 
of substituting the manly and racy poetry of the Shak- 
sperian age, with all its fine characterising power, for 
the tumour and vapidness of Rowe*s harmoniously 
sounding lines. It may perhaps be requisite to ac- 
count to the enthusiastic lover of Massinger for. the 
occasional offences of omission and interpolation through- 
out this re-arrangement of one of his most beautiful 
productions. In extenuation, however, the adapter can 
with truth affirm, that every departure from his text has 
been determined on only after the most deliberate scru- 
tiny of the aptness of the original scene for represen- 
tation. There are speculators, who imagine, and assert 
with confidence, that the works of our elder poets are so 
far fitted to the prevailing taste, that the pruning-knife 
alone is required in preparing them for public exhibition : 
but such a theory could never stand the test of experi- 
ment. The necessity of restricting the play to what is 
technically termed, an acting length, has left the adapter 
no power of choice in the condensation of several inci- 
dents, and the omission * of many eminently striking 
passages : but he has never consented, without great 
repugnance, to such relinquishment, nor has he inserted 

* The ftrrival of Gharalois at Rochfort'a house, where he sees his 
father's picture*— the remorse and penitence of Beaumelle-the 
meeting of Romont and Gharalois y— if not particularised, their 
erasion might subject the arranger to the charge of insensibility to 
their beauty» if not utterjlgnorance of their exoellenoei 
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O06 liae of his own, where he could twist a thought of 
Massinger to his purpose. The unhappy method of 
inducing the catastrophe is another plea in palliation of 
the liberties used ; the grcssness of the incident alone was 
an insurmountable bar to its performance, and the only 
alternative was to expunge it a1 together. To stage-effect 
too, however the reading critic may denounce the term, 
something must be conceded. . It is not intended by that 
phrase, so abused in modem ears, to justify the intro- 
duction of extraneous absurdities, but merely the giving 
greater rapidity to the action in some scenes, and bor- 
rowing from the poet's copious stores to heighten the 
passion in others. The ambition of restoring one of 
Massinger*s plays, and of winning the public approba- 
tion to a nobler and more rational enjoyment, should 
disdain the use of auxiliaries, which good taste pro- 
scribes asenervating and pernicious to th$ healthful ima- 
^nation. The simple and severe story^ which a master- 
hand has prepared, is offered with no other alteration, 
than what a due regard to modern and politer usage bad 
exacted. — A gorgeous scene, or a tinselled procession, 
may be got up, to hang about the disinterred skeleton 
of an old play ; but when the one is foiled, or the 
other tarnished, tho bones are consigned to their ceme- 
tery again, and no record, but of its dullness and 
pageantry, keeps it living in the memory of the play- 
going public— This can never be effectual in turning 
the popular inclination toward the great but irregular 
compositions of the elder dramatists; the pleasure 
derived from themselves ytheHrfBhle^ poetry and passion, 
most be their proper attractive power. It is upon this 
reliance alone, that the adapter cherishes his hopes for 
the approval of Massinger*^ tragedy; and whatever 
may be 4ts destiny, he will console himself with the 
consciousness, that even unsuccessful labour in such a 
cause is not without its recompence. 



ROCHFORT:— Fun black gown, aerots tlie Hgbt tlioiiMffr 
l« fastened a scarlet coloortd scarf drapery, wbicbnearly reacbta 
tbe ancle bebipd and before ; at eacb end is suspended a scarlet 
tassel; a black tunic shirt with sleeves irimmed With gold aod 
acarlet, and a short scarf drapery of the same on each shoulder, 
reaching to the waist before and behind ; at each end a gold tassel , 
scarlet hose, and black sandals puffed with soarlet and a black bat.- 

NOV ALL.— Full black gown, across the right shoulder is fast- 
ened a scarlet coloured scarf drapery, which nearly reaches the 
ancle behind and before ; at eacb end is suspended a searleit tassel $ 
black hose, shoes, and hat. 

DUCROY and CHARMI.— Ibid. 

CHARALOIB:— Black velvet tunic eloak and hat trimmed with 
ribbon, black feathers, black silk hose and black sandal shoes: 
Second dress^White tabb'd jacket, and trunks, and cloak trimmed 
with gold, white hat and feathers, wblte silk hose and shoes: 

YOUNG NOVALL:— White tabb'd jacket and trunks, trimmed 
with silver and puffed with blue satio^ blue cloak, wbite silk hosc^ 
white hat, feathers, and shoes. . ' 

LILABAM:— White tabb'd jacket atid trunks, tilmtfied with ail 
Ter and puffed with green satin, green cloak, green bat and white 
feathers, white silk hose and shoes.' 

ROMONT;— Dark drab cloth tabbed tunic and eloak edged with 
black, hat of tbe same and black feathers^, dark drab hose, and 
russet sandal shoes. 

BEAUMONT.r-Puec eoloured jacket and trunks, puff'd with bine 
and ornamented with gold : black bat and white feathers, whltie 
silk hose and russet shoes. 

LUCON. — ^Blue jacket and trunks, trimmed with silver, white 
hose, black hat, and white feathers, and russet boots: 

ATMER. — ^Orey shape ornamented with white buttons. 

RONARD.— Red tunic shirt with sleeves trimmed with yellow, 
white hose, russet boots and red hat. 

BEAUMBLljE.-*White satin trimmed with silver, and white 
and silver drapery on the bead. 

BBLLAFBRT.— Green satin trimmed with sea^let, gMfln siUc 
cap ornamented with beads and drapery; 

FLORIMBL:— Blue satin trimmed with white, blue silk cap 
ornamented with beads and drapery. 

Catt of the Characters at the Theatre-Royal, 
Drury-Lane, 1825. 

Roehfort Mr. Terry. 

Novall Mr..Thompson. 

JDucroy Mr. Armstrong. 

Charalois Mr.Wallack. 

Lueon Mr. Mercer. 

Young Novall. Mr. Peiiley. 

Romont Bfr. Maeready. 

Beaumont Mr. Archer. 

Charmi, Mr. Younge. 

Liladam Mr. Browne. 

Aymer Mr. Comer. 

Ronwd Mr. Fenton. 

BeowMUe Mrs. West. 

Bellapert ,, . . . Mrs. Orger. 

Florimel Misb Smithson. ' 
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PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY R. B. BOURNE, ESQ. 
SPOKEN BY MR. MACREADY. 



This night the Muse upon our modern stage 

Presents the poet of ah elder age. — . 

Oh t had he sung in these our chaster days. 

And solight from your applause his meed of praise, 

Nothing, that should not be, would then have been^ 

Pure every strain, untarnished every scene ! 

Nor we, as now, had laboured to remove 

Thoughts, that the virtuous heart could ne*er approve ; 

Words, that could give the modest ear offence, 

And steal a blush from virgin innocence. 

Still, though erased the dark, disfiguring stains. 
Though purged the dross, the precious ore remains : 
Still — still is left what well may hope to please, 
The neryous diction, the harmonious ease, 
The patriot zeal, the passion's tender glow, 
And all the power of art without the show. 
The diamond thus embedded lies in sand. 
Waiting the touch of some industrious hand. 
Till, cleared the duller particles away. 
The gem shines forth with undiminished ray. 

Nor dimly blazoned in the scroll of fame, 
'Mid ancieut bards, appeared our poet's name. 
His worth full well admiring Milton knew. 
And from his chrystal waters largely drew ; 
To that sweet fount who would not wish to turn, 
At which immortal Milton filled bis urn ? 

Then let not Rowe's Fair Penitent — a tale 
Drawn feebly from our great original. 
With laboured phrase and specious eloquence, 
Usurp the place of Nature, Truth, and ^ense ; 
If but the copy can applause command, 
Approve the earlier and the master hand : 
True taste at once and Massinger restore, 
* And give the Stage one classic drama more*." 

• Byron. 
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THE FATAL DOWRY. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— J Public Place in D^jon^Exterior qf a 

Court qf Justice, 

Enter r.*Beauuont and Pontalier, «ri£^RoNARD and 
three Servants qf the Court, 

Beau, What I commanded see performed, and ifall not 
In all things to be punctual. 

Ron, I shall, sir. 

Beau, Are the gentlemen yet in court, as It was 
order'd 
By the full Gity*s Council, to do honour 
To the noble President ? 

Ron, AH are assembled, sir. 

Reau, \To Pontalieb.] It was the wish of the con 
Tened nobility, 
That in all circumstance of due respect 
(No honour'd form omitted) the good Lord 
Rochfort should read his perfect estimation. 
But here are suitors ; they will find, I trow, 
A judge less lenient in the proud No vail. 
Who is to-day invested. — Lead in your fellows. 
And let them take their places. 

[Exewnt RoNABD and Servants into Court, 
•Tis the hour 
To expect the presidents — will you go in ? 

[Exeunt Beaumont and Pontalier. 

Enter R. Charalois in mourning,' with a paper, 
Charmi and Romont. 

Ckarmi, Sir, I may move the court to serve your 
will, 
.But therein shall both wrong you and myself. 
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10 THB PATAL DOWRT. [ACT U 

Mom, Why think you so, sir ? 

CharmL 'Cause I am familiar 

With what will be their answer : — ^they will say 
It is 'gainst law ; — and argue me of ignorance, 
For offering them the motion. . 

Uom^ You know not, sir. 

How in this cause they may dispense with law. 
And therefore frame not you their answer for them. 
But do your parts.— 

CharmL I love the cause so well. 

That I could run the hasard of a check for't. 

Rom, From whom ? 

CharmL Some of the Bench; that watch to give it 
Mord than ib do l^e office that they sit for. 
But I shall win my fee better in giving 
My Lord some counsel (if he please to hear it) 
Than I shidl do in pleading. 4 

Rom, What may it be, sir ? 

Charmi, That it may please his lordship, a9 the pre- 
sidents 
And counsellors of courf come by, to stand ^ 

^ere, and but s'hew himself, and to some one 
Or two, make his request : — ^there is a minute. 
When a man's presence speaks in his own cause 
More than the tongues of twenty adxocates. 

Rom, I have urged that. 

ITrumpeU milkout, 

CharmL Their lordships here are coming — 
I must go get me a place — ^You'll find me in court 
And at your service.' [Exit Ghahmi/ 

Bom. [To Ghara.] Now put on your spirits.— 

Enter Rochfort, dressed as a Judge^ and Ducroy 
attendcd^^Trumpets, r. 

jDmc. [To Roch.] The ease that you prepare your- 
self, my lord, 

In giving up the place you hold in court. 

Will prove, I fear, a trouble in the state. 

And that no slight one. — 
Roch, Pray you, sir, no more. — 

Rem, [7*0 Char a. who stands buried in grief, "i 

Now, sir, lose npt this offer'd means ; their looks. 

Fixed on you with a pitying earnestness. 

Invite you to demand their furtherance 

To your good purpose : — ^this is such a dulness, 

So foolish and untimely, as—-* 
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Due, Toil know Irim 7 

Roch, I do ; und milch lament the sudden flail 
Of his braye house — ^It is young Cbaralois, 
Son to the Marshal, from whom he inherits 
His fame and virtues only. 

Rom, Ha I they name you ! 

Due, His father died in prison two days since — 

Roeh, Yes, to the shame of this ungtrateful state-^ ' 
That such a master in the art of war, 
So noble, and so highly meriting 
From this ungrateful country, should for want 
Of means to satisfy his creditors 
(The sum he took up for the general goed)'^ . 
Meet with an end so infamouH. 

Rom, Dare you eyer 

Hope for like opportunity ? 

[ To Chara. who remains httUating, 

Dut, My good lord— 

Rc^h, My wish biing comfort to him ! 

Due, The time calls us — 

Roch, ITo Rom.] Oood morrow. Colonel. 

[Exeunt Rochfort and Ducrot, l, 

Rom, This obstinate spleen, 
You think, becomes your sorrow, and sorts weU 
With your black suits — but grafit me wit or judgment, 
And by the freedom of an honest man, 
And a true friend to boot, I swear 'tis Sliamefiil : 
And therefore fiattier not yourself with hope, 
YoUr sable habit with the hat and cloak. 
No, tho* the ril>bands help, have power to Work them 
To what you would — ^for those, that had no eyes 
To see the great acts of 'your father, will not, 
' From ahy nshtou sdrtrow Can pot on, 
Be taught to know their duties. 

Chara, If they will not, 

7^'ey tfre-t6&«ld toleam, and I too yoiHig 
To giye thl)m counsel ; since, if they partake 
The 'ifndei<B^nding and the hearts of men, 
They will prevent my words and tears — if not, 
What can persuasion, tlio* made eloquent 
With grief, work upon such, as have changed -iiBtares 
With the most savage beast ? Blest — Ablest be eyetf 
The mem'ry of that happy age, when justice 
Had no guards to keep off wrong'd innocence 
From flying to her succours ; wnereas now, 
The damtiQ with more ease may asfeend Tlrom hell* 



'J2 THE FATAL DOWRT. £aCT X. 

Than we arrive at her :— one Cerberus there 
Forbids the passage ; in our courts a thousand 
As loud and fertile headed, and the client 
That wants the sops to iill their ravenous throats. 
Must hope for no access ; — why should I, then, 
Attempt impossibilities? — you, friend, being 
Too well acquainted with my dearth of means ' 
To make my entrance that way, 

Rom. Would I were not ! 

But, sir, you have a cause, a cause so just. 
Of such necessity, not to be deferred, — 
As would compel a maid, whose foot was never 
Set o*er her father's threshold, nor within 
The house where she wijs born, ever spake word. 
Which was not utter* d with pure virgin blushes 
To drown the tempest of a pleader's tongue, 
• And force corruption to give back the hire 
It took against her. — Let examples move you :— 
You see men,. great in birth, esteem and fortune. 
Fawn basely upon such, whose gowns put off 
They would disdain for servants. 

Chara. And to these 

Can I become a suitor ? 

Rom. Without loss : 

Will you consider that to gain their favours 
Our chastest dames put off their modesties-^ 

Soldiers forget their honours Usurers 

Make sacrifice of gold — ^Poets of wit — 
And men religious, part with fame and goodness,*-* 
Be therefore won to use the means, that may 
Advance your pious ends. 
Chara. You shall overcome. 

Rom. And you receive the glory — ^Pray you now" 
Practise — 'tis well. * 

Trumpets.-'Enter Old Novall, r. dressed as a Judge^ 
LiLADAM, and three Creditor*.— Charalois offers 
petition to Novall, n>ho regards it contemptuously. 

Chara. Nay, — ^but not look upon me-^ 

Rom. You must have patience — Offer it again. 

Chara, And be again contemned ! 

OldN. [To first Creditor.] I know what's to be 

done. 
1st Cr. And that your lordship 
Will please to do your knowledge, we offer first 
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Our thankful hearts here— -as a bounteous earnest 
To what we will add.— 

Old N. Now, one more word of this— 
I am your enemy. — ^Am I a man ' 

Your bribes can work on ? — Ha ! 

Ltilad, Friends, you mistake 
The way to win my lord — ^He must not hear this— 
But T, as one in favour, in his sight 
May hearken to you, for your profit. 

[Tctkes moTiey from first Creditor, 
Sir, 
I pray you hear them. — 
Old N. 'Tis well. 
Lilad, Observe him »oir.— 

Old N, Your cause being good, and your proceed- 
ings so. 
Without corruption, I am your friend ; 
Speak, your desires ; — 

Ut, Or, Oh, they are charitable ; 

The marshall stood engaged unto «» three 
Two hundred thousand crowns, which by his death 
We are defeated of, for which great loss 
We are entitled to detain his body 
In a continued duress ; and lay claim 
To stay it from- all right of sepulture, 
Till we are paid. 

Old N. The law approves such claim. 

And such the penalty on bankruptcy* 
Chara, [Jdvdncing,'\ Sir. 
Old N. What are you ? 
Chara, A gentleman. 

Old N, So are many that rake dunghills— 
If you have any any suit move it in court. — 
I take no papers in comers. 

[Flings back petition^ and exit with hi 
attendants into the Courts r. 
Rom. Nay, not thus desert your suit, but instant fol- 
low him. 

[Exit Char ALOIS into the Court, 
Hold back — 

[To Lilad .-^-n;Ao attempts to intercept Chara. 
Lilad. You're rude — I say he shall not pass — 
Rofh. You say so ! and on what assurance, sir :*— 
For the well cutting of his lordship's corns, 
Or any other fulsome ofiices 
Nearer to baseness 2 
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Lilai, Look upoQ we better. 

Are these the ensigns of so coarse ft fellow 1 
Be well .advised— 

Rom, Oat, rogue ! Do I not know * 

These glorious weeds spring from the sordid duogbiU 
Of thy officious baseness ? wert thou worthy 
Of any thing from me, but my contempt, 
I would do more than this— [S^riAces him J] — 'more, you 
court spider. 

IMad, But that this man is lawless, he should find 
That I am valiant. 

\st Cr. If your ears are fast 

'Tis nothing — ^but a blow or two, 
Don*t think of fighting. 

LUad. Fight ! no — 'twould spoil my clothes and put 
my ruff out of order. 
Bear witness ! 
In the court you shall hear more. 

[Exit LiLADAM into ike Court, 

Rom, [To the Creditors*'] I know you for 
The wotst -of spirits, that strive to rob the tombs 
Of what is their inheritance — ^the dead — , 
Begone, and quickly, or I'll leave no room 
Upon your foreheftds for your antlers growth — 
Without a murmiir, or I will undo you. 
For I will beat you honest. 

[Exemti Creditors ifUo ike Court, 

Rc'ewter Charalois. 

Chara, Only friend ! 
To what vain purpose do I make my sorrow 
Wait on the triumph of their cruelty ? 
Or teach their pride from my humility 
To think it has overcome? .they are determined 
WhUat they will do ; and it may well become me 
To rob them of the glcry they expect 
From my submiss entreaties. 

Rom. Think not so, sir— 
The difficulties you eneountar with 
Will crown the undertaking — ^Heavens ! yon weep— • 
And I could do so too*— Aut that 1 know. 
There's more expected from the son and friend 
Of him, whose fatal loss now shakes our natnrea, 
Than sighs, or itoars, in which awlHage nunw. 
Or cunning strumpet, when her knavse is hanged, 
May overcome us : — we are men, young iQrd . 
Let us not do like women — to the court,"^ 
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And there'speak like your birth— wftke »l«eipiDg justle^ 

Or dare tlie axe — this is a way will suit 

With what .you are.-^I call you not to that 

I will shrink from myself; I will deserve 

Your thanks' and suifer with you— oh ! how bravely 

That sudden fire of anger shews in you I 

Give fuel to it — Since you're on a shelf 

Of extreme tfanger — suffer like yourself. 

[Charalois Qnd Komont exeunt into the court* 

SCENE ll.'-The Court of Justice. 

Old Novall, Ducroy, Rochfort and two other Pre- 
gidtnts, eeated onUie Bench, a. Charmi and Advo» 
eates^ Beaumont and Officers at the Bw^^^Cteditors 
and Trumpets. 

Due. Your lordships seated, may this meeting prote 
Prosperoim to- us, aad to the general good 
Of Burgundy ! 

Old N. Speak to the point. 

tiue. Which is, 

With honour to dispose the .place and power 
Of Premier President, whldi this reyerfend lord, 
Grave Rochfort, (whom for honour's sake I name) 
Is purpos^ to resign. A place, my lords, 
In which he hath with such integrity 
Performed the first and best parts of a judge. 
That, as hi^ life trancends all fair examples 
Of such as were before him in Dijon, 
So It remains to those that shall succeed him, 
A precedent to imitate, but not equal. 

Roeh. [ftf«»5i.] 1 may not sit to hear this. 

Due, Let the love 

And thankftilness we «re bound to pay to goodness. 
In this o'ercome your modesty. 

Roeh. My thanks 

For this great favour, shall prevent your trouble. 
The honourable trust that was imposed 
Upon my weakness, (since you witness for me 
It was not ill discharged) I will not mention ; 
Nor would, if age had not deprived me of 
The little strength t had to govern well 
The province that I undertook, forsake it. 

Due. Yet let us entreat, that you continue still 
The noble exercise of your knowing judgment. 

Roeh. That may not be ; nor can your lordship't 
goodness. 
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&1nce this high office that conferred on me 
Sufficient wealth, deny the use of it: 
And that I may have liberty to use. 
What heayen, still blessing my poor Industry, 
Hath made me master of, I pray the Court 
To ease me of my burthen, that I may 
Employ the small remainder of my life 
In living well, and learning how to die so« 
Therefore, I here diVest me of the robe 
That I have carried for these thirty years, 
And do resign mine office. 

^Takes offhvt Robes and sits down below the Bendl^ 

But I Bee 
That there are suitors wait here, and their causes 
May be of deep necessity to be heard ; 
Proceed you with the general concern. 
And leave a private man to privacy. 

Einter Romont and Charalois, i. 

JRom. See, sir,* our advocate. 

Charmi, If your lordships ][>lease 

I shall proceed. 

Old N. We wait you, sir. 

Charmi. The cause 

We come to offer to your lordships* censure, 
Is in itself so noble, that it needs not 
Or rhetorick in me to plead, or favor 
From your grave lordships to determine It. 

Old N. Speak to the cause. 

CkartnL I will, my lord : to say the late dead mar* 
shall 
The father of this young lord here my client. 
Hath done his country great and faithful service. 
Might tax me of impertinence — by repeating 
What your grave lordships cannot but remember. 
He in his life became indebted to 
These thrifty men, and failing by the war 
Of means to free himself from his engagements 
He was arrested, and for want of bail 
Imprisoned at their suit, and not long after 
With loss of liberty ended his life : — 
And tho* it be a maxim in our laws. 
All suits die with the person, these mens* malice^ 
In death finds matter for their hate to work on. 
Denying him the decent rites of burial, 
Which the sworn enemies to the christian faith 
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Grant freely to thetr slaves — May it therefore please 
Your lordships so to fashion your decree, 
That what their cruelty doth forbid, your pity 
May give allowance to. 

Old N, How long have you, sir. 
Practised in court ? 

Charm, Some twenty years, my lord. 

Old N, By your gross ignorance, it should appear 
Not twenty days. 

Charm, I hope I have given no cause 
In this, my lord. 

Old N, How dare you move the Court 
To the dispensing of an Act, confirmed 
By I^rliameut, to the terror of all Bankrupts 1 
Go home, and with more care peruse the statutes, 
Or the next motion, favouring of this boldness — 

Ram, Why does your lordship think the moTing of 
A cause, more honest than this Court had ever 
The honour to determine, can deserve 
A check like this? 

Old N. Strange boldness I 

Rom. 'Tis fit freedom. 
Or do you conclude an advocate cannot hold 
His credit with the judge, unless he study 
His face, more than the cause for which he pleads ? 

Charm. Forbear I 

Horn. Or cannot you, that have the power 
To qualify the rigour of the laws 
When you are pleased, take but a little from 
The strictness of your sour decrees, enacted 
In favour of the greedy creditors. 
Against the o*erthrown debtor? 

Old N. Sirrah I you that prate 
Thus saucily — ^What are you ? 

Rom. Why, 1*11 tell thee. 
Thou purple colour *d man ! I am one to whom 
Thou owest the means thou hast of sitting there, 
A corrupt cider ! 

Charm, li'orbear ! 

Uom. The nose thou wearest is my gift ; those eyes. 
That meet no object baser than Iheir master. 
Had been long since torn from thy guilty head, 
And thou thyself slave to some needy Swiss, 
Had I not worn a sword, and used it better 
Than in thy prayers, thou e?er did'st thy tongue. 

Old N, Shrill such an insolence pass unpunished? 

B 3 
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Charm. Hear me. 

^m. Yet I, that, in the fierTice done my country. 
Disdain to be put in the scale with thee, 
Confess myself unworthy to be valued 
With the least part, nay, hair of the dead marshal ; 
Of whose so many glorious undertakings 
Make choice of any one, and that the meanest. 
And 'twill outweigh all the good purposes, 
Tho* put in act, that ever gownsman practised. 

Old N, Know ye, sirrah, the power, that thus you 
outrage ? 

Ram, Yes — ^you are set 
Upon a bench of justice, — and a day 
Will come (hear this and qaake, ye potent great ones), 
When you yourselves shall stand before a judge 
Who in a pair of scales will weigh your actions 
Without abatement of one grain. As then 
You would be found full weight, I charge you 
Let him have justice now. 

Old N. Away with him to prison. 

Rom, If that curses. 
Urged justly, and breath*d foith so, ever fell 
On those that did deserve them, let not mine 
Be spent in vain now, that thou from this instant 
May*st, in thy fear that they will fall upon thee, 
Be sensible of the plafpies they shall bring with them. 
And for denying of a little earth 
To cover what remains of our great soldier, 
Mav, in your life, your riotous heirs undo you I 
And then live — not to be the owner of 
So much vile earth, as will conceal a dog. 
Or, what is worse, thyself in ! 
And, as thou hast denied the dead a grave 
May misery in thy life make thee desire one. 
Which men and all the elements keep from thee ! 

Old N. Away with him, I say. 

[OJjteers seize Romokt, l. 

Rom, Come on — to prison ! 

[Exit RoMONT guarded. 

Old N, And you, sif — have a care how far you chuse 
This ruffian for your pattern. I would bid you 
Remember what we are. 

Chora, Thus low my duty 
Answers your lordships* counsel. I will use, 
fn the few words with which I am to trouble 
Your lordships* ears, the temf ^r that you wii^ me. 



I therefore brfn^jf the tribute of my pr«ine 
To yoor severity, and commend the juBtice 
That will not, fer the many services 
That any man hatli done the commonwealth, 
Wink at the -least of ills. What tboD^th my father 
Writ man before he was so, and codflrmed it, 
By numbering that day no part of his life, 
In which h& did not service to his country- 
Was he to be free therefore from the law 
And cereiAonious forms of your decrees. 
And be excused the payment of those sums, 
Which (his own patrimony spent) his zeal 
To «erve his country forced him to take up ? 

Old N, The precedent were ill. 

Chara. And yet thus much 
I know you'll grant ; after those great defeatures, 
Which in their dreadful ruins buried quick 
Courage anKl hope in all men but himself. 
He forced the proud foe, in his height of conqvest 
To yield unto an honourable peace ; 
And i& it saved an hundred thousand lives. 
To end his own, that was sure proof against 
The scalding summer's heat, and winter's frost, 
111 airs, the cannon, and the enemy's sword, 
In a most loathsome prison. 

Old N. 'Twas his fault 
To be so prodigal. He had from the state 
Sufficient entei'tainment for the army. 

Chara. Suffieient !' my lords, you sit at hoaie. 
And though your fees are bouniUess at the bar, 
Ar* thrifty in the charges of the war — 
But your wills be obey'd.. To these I turn — 
To those soft-hearted men, that know full n^isely, 
They are only good foen that pay what they owe. 

Ut Creditor. And so they are : it is the city'i 
doctrine, 
We stand bound to maintain it. 

Chara, Be constant in it ;-^ 
And since yon are as merciless in yx>urvnaturei. 
As base and mercenary in yonr neans 
By which you.get your wealth, I will not urge 
The couit to take away one senile from 
The 'light of their laws, 4ir wish one good thought 
In you to mend your dispositions with !— 
^I kBow^hexe is np miisic to y<nir ears' 
So pleasing as the i^roans of men in prison ; 
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And that the tears of widowfl, end the ertes 

Of famish'd orphans, are the feasts that take you. 

That to be in your danger, with more care 

Should be avoided than infectious air, 

A flatterer's poison, or the loss of honour. 

Yet rather than my father's revercaid dust 

Should want a place in that fair monument, 

In which our noble ancestors lie entombed, 

Before the court I offer up myself 

A prisoner for it. Load me with those irons 

That have worn out his life ; in my best strengta 

ni run to the encounter of cold hunger. 

And choose my dwelling where no sun dares enter^ 

So he may be released ! 

Roch, ^Starting up."] What do you say ? 
Deliver yourself up to these hard men 
To purchase but a little spot of earth 
For your dead father's bones, and so resign 
Your body, fall of heat and youthful life. 
To worse than the cold grave you buy for him I 

Chara, Yes ; here I make myself the sacrifice 
To their detested famine of the dead ; 
The wolves will turn them from the church-yard meal. 
At sight of beating blood. 

Rock. Nay, be advised. 
And well considerate ; you throw away 
Your liberty and joys of life together : 
Your bounty is employ'd upon a subject 
That is not sensible of it : the great virtues 
Of your dead father vindicate themselves 
From these men's malice, and break ope the prison 
That doth contain his body. 

Old N. Let him alone. 
If he love cords, a'God's name let him wear them, 
Provided these consent. 

Chara. I hope they are not 
60 ignorant in any way of profit 
As to neglect a possibility 
To get their own, by seeking it from that 
Which can return them nothing but ill fame 
And curses for their barbarous cruelties. 

Ut Creditor. What think you of the offer ? 

2nd Creditor. Accept it by all means — Speak you 
for all. 

ls$ Creditor* We take the exchange^Let the execu* 
tions 
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That lie upon the father be retamed 
Upon the son, and we release^ the body. 

Old N, The court mast grant yon that. 

Chara. X thank your lordships ; — 
They have in it confirm'd in me such glory 
As no time can take from me. — I will meet 
My father's body at the prison gates, 
And, when it issues forth, resign myself 
Unto the liring sepulchre, wherein 
I shall triumphantly immure my limbs. 
And feel my pillow of the dungeon stone 
Soft as your thrice driyen luxury. I am ready, 
Come, lead me where you please — Gapti?ity, ^ 
That comes with honour, is true liberty. 

{^BxewU Cbaralois, Creditors and Officers, l. 

Old N. Strange rashness ! 

Roeh. A brave resolution. 
Worthy a better fortune ;— but, however,' 
It is not now to be disputed ; therefore 
To my own cause. Already I have found 
Your lordships bountiful in your favours to me. 
And that should teach my modesty to end here 
And press your loves no farther. 

Old N. There is nothing 
The court can grant, but with assurance you 
Hay ask it, and obtain it. 

jfloeh. You encourage ^ 

A bold petitioner, and *tis not fit 
Yo\|r favours should be lost :— besides, it has been 
A custom many years, at the surrendering 
The place I have given up, to grant the President 
One boon, that parted with it. 

Old N, Speak it freely. 

Roeh, I then desire the liberty of Romont. 
And that my lord No vail, whose private wrong 
Was equal to the injury that was done 
To the dignity of the court, will pardon it. 
And now sign his enlargement. 

Old N, Pray you demand 
The moiety of my estate ; or any thing 
Within my power— but this — 

Roeh. Am I denied, then. 
My first and last request ? 

Dueroy. It must be granted : 
In this you are absolute. 
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O^d ^. I would yen had 
Made trial of my love in any thhi; 
Bat this ! you should haye fouinl then-^^- 
But it skills not — [Signing a paper., 

You have what yoti desire 

Roeh, I thank your lordships. 

Old N. The court is up — Make way there ! 
[Trumpets — Exeunt all but Rochfort and Be aumokt. 

Roeh. I follow you. [Qive$ the order to Officer, 

Beaumont I 

Beau. My lord ! 

Roeh.'YoVL are a scholar, Beaumont ; 
And can seartih deeper in the intents of men, 
Than those who are less knowing t^-^How appear*d 
The pieVy und 1)rave behaviour of 
Young Charalois to you ? 

Beau. It is my wonder, 
Since I want kimguage to exp^ress it fhlly ; 
And sure the colonel**-— 

Roeh. Fie ! he was faulty. 
What present money have 1 1 

Beau. There is no want 
Of any sum a private man has use for. 

Roeh. I am strangely taken from this Charalois, 
His father was my Mend.-^Gome with me, Beaumont . 
I have a high design, the which I will, 
As we walk on, impart to thee. — I swear 
This Charalois hath wrought me into love 
Of his great quality ; and to such virtue 
I will raise up a monument. We sharo 
In the great actions we remunerate, 
And 

Re^'enter Romont, l 

Rom. Good, my lord, I have retum*d to thank you, 
For *tis to you I owe the liberty 
I now would fsAn enjoy, that in the grave 
I may behold the marshaKs reverend boneS( 
Laid decently in earth — ^to me that office 
Is by his son committed. 

Roeh. In return 
For my poor intercession, noble sir. 
Let me advise you from this iron carriage. 
Which, so affected, Rombnt, you will wear : 
And further counsel you submit 
With expedition to the Lord Novall ; 
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Recant your stern eontenipt and slight neglect 
Of the whole court and faim, and opportunely, 
Or you will undergo a heavy censure 
In public, very shortly. 

Rom. Reverend Sir— 
I have observed you, and do know you well : 
And am now much afraid yon know not me. 
By wishing my submission to Novaii. 
Submit, and crave forgiveness Af a beast I 
*Tis true, this boil of state wears purple tissue, 
Is high-fed, proud ; so is his lordship's horse» 
And wears as rich caparisons.— I know 
This elephant carries on his badi not ^nly 
Towers, castles, but the ponderous repiA>Uc, 
And never sto<^s for't ; with his strong-breathed Irunii 
Snuffs others' titles, lordships, ofioes, 
Wealth, bribes, and lives under his rav'notts jaws. 
But tell me thia — ^Dld he e*er help the poor 
In a just bwiness ? Does he not <»ross 
Every deserving soldier and sohe^ar. 
As if, when nature made him, she had made 
The general antipalliy to all virtue t 
How savagely and blasphemously he spoke 
Touching :the general^^the brave geiioral dead^ 
1 could ^preep wtraa i tlank.on't. 

Roeh. Sir! 

Rom, My lord, I am not stubborn ; 
I can melt, you see — 
When I think on 

The godless wrong done to my general dead— 
I rave indeed, and xould slay tUs N^vall, 
A soul-less dromedary ! 

Rock. Oh, sir, be temperate : — 
But I must take a fitter opportunity 
To sober your wak'd wrath. Meanwhile I pray you. 
Since you have ta^en upon yourself the charge 
,Of the forave nuurshal'sr funeral, you will please 
Bestow upon it such magnifieence 
^8 sorts with such a memory ; — and entreat 
•That to defray the necessary charge, 
»T€tt will receive .this puvse. 

Rom. From any other 
-I had holdenihis an insult, .and firom you 
.Deem it a wrong— Put up your money, sir. 
•1 have 6Av6d two thousand livr^ft iin a life 
Of forty years and upwards — most of which 
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Was spent in battles, some in victbry ; 

And may my bones ne*er rest in my own grave, 

If I bestow not every soal of them 

In the last office to my noble friend.- 

Put up your money, sir : — and for a home 

And a companion, I shall not be found 

In lack of either, while there's a jail in Dijon, 

And Charalois to tenant it. 

But I waste speech — I must be gone, and strait 

About the funeral. We shall be glad 

Of your good 'tendance there. 

{Exit ROHONT. 

Roeh, I shall be there. 
This is a Pian, Beaumont, that, like the fruit 
Of the huge Indian tree, doth underneath 
A rugged covering yet contain within him 
The sweet milk of a nice humanity : 
The trumpet has full many a tender tone 
Even in its proudest bravery. These two soldiers 
Are worth a hundred gownsmen. Come, Beaumont, 
These virtues should be wrealh'd with laurels, whieh 
Bear fruits of precious gold ; and, in my thinking. 
The merit, that with high reward we crown. 
Touches ourselves, and half becomes our own. 

[Exeunt Rochfort and Beaumont, i». 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — A splendid Apartment in RoekforVg Hausej 
opening by Glass Doors upon a Garden. 

Bbaumblle, Florimel, and Bellapert, discovered* 

Beaum, (c ) Prithee tell. me, Bellapert, why should 
women marry ? 

Bell. (l. c.) Why, madam, the end of marriages differ 
in various countries more widely than their latitudes. 
In England I have heard, that women marry to love Xh/^Ur 
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husbands and nurse their children. In Germany, to tuck 
their drunken mates warm in their couches, and think a 
good castigation but a testimony of affection. In Italy, 
to peep through Venetian blinds in the day, and turn the 
moon into a procuress at night. But in France, in dear, 
delightful, careless, unsusnicious France, we marry to 
obey our fathers, and at the same time to please our- 
selves. Your French husband is 'the very paragon of 
matrimony. — He is willing to extend to his wife all the 
licence, which he craves for himself; and would think 
himself more disgraced by jealousy, than by the visita- 
tion itself. An Englishman goes to law; a German 
cudgels ; an Italian assassinates ; while your more rea- 
sonable Frenchman just shuts his eyes, shrugs his 
shoulders, and cries,-*' Diable!*' 

Flor» (r. c.) By this light, madam, this Bellapert will 
spoil you, if you listen to her. 

Beaton. 'Tis true, Florimel ; she is a rake from top to 
toe, while thou art a very conserve and condiment of 
formality. What an electuary found my father out for 
his daughter, when he compounded you two ray women I 
She is an arrant coquette, and thou a prim-faced purita- 
cal prude. Ah ! Bellapert. 

Bell^ Fie, madam ! why do you sigh ? Why, there 
can be nothing under the sun to make you sad a minute. 

Beaum. Ah, my dear Bellapert, thou cabinet 
To all my counsels, thou dost know the cause 
That wakes these sighs, and withers thus my youth. 

Bell, And should love breed sorrow, madam ? 

Bea»m, But there is honour, wench. 

BeU. Such a disease there is, indeed — Well, would you 
were well married once to the young Lord Novall ! It 
is now a year since you left the convent, and many 
•matches have already been offered to your father, which 
be has rejected from a certain fantastical spirit, that 
possesses him. I have heard him say, that he must needs 
•marry you to a virtuous man : and for a virtuous man, 
1 can*t abide the unfashionable rarity. — Ha ! here comes 
the dear Lord Novall, the son of the judge, and the 
most absolute gentleman in Dijon. I warrant you 
jlhere*s not in ^^ance a more skilful practitioner in 
dress, nor one, I am sure, that more devotedly loves your 
duiyship. He is not one of your virtuous raeo ! 
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JElni^ YoqN^ Novall, Lilaoam^ Aymer, and 

Ybun^r N. Best day to nature's curiosity ! 
Star of Dijon ! of the lustre of all France ! 
Perpetual spring dwells on thy rosy cheeks. 
Where Flora makes her palace. 

Bell, O, diyine lord ! 

Young N, The autumn of old time shall ne*er ap- 
proach 
This heavenly form, which nature haying wrought. 
She did despair ever again to frame 
Aught, that was half so lovely ! 

Beaum, Good, my lord, 
ypu are the very pink of courtesy, 

lAUtdam, *Ods light, my lord! one of the pearls .of 
your band is without all discipline faUen out of hi^ 
rank. 

Young N, How ! I would not for a thousand ctowas 
She*d seen it — Dear Liladam, reform it ! 

Bfill, What a quintessence of honor ! the heart beattf 
not under a stomacher that could deny him any thing* 
He has the divinest tailor in Christendom ; he has made 
him look like an angel in his cloth of tissue doublet, — 
Madam, why do yon turn away ? • * 

Beaum, Prithee peace, wench. Thou dost fkn a fire ' 
has too much strength already. But have you no news; 
my lord ? You are an unthrifty servant. 1 deeoned you 
the repertory of all choice intelligence. 

Yo^ng N. There is nothing to be told, fair mistress, 
save what you have doubtless heard already, thatChara- 
lois to-day, in exchange for his father's body, consigns 
himself to his creditors. A plague upon him i hts name 
both filled the public ear, and expelled the last masque 
from the general memory. As 1 passed along too, I en- 
countered such a crowd, who had assembled to attend th() 
funeral, that my habiliments, as you see, have sustained 
some derangement from propriety. 

Beaum. What manner of man is this same Chsralois ? 

Young N. Oh, fie upon him ! how he wears his clothes ! 
as if he had come this Christmas from St. Omer's, 
to see his friends, and return after Shrove-tide. 

Lilaidam, The colonel, too, looks finely, like a dto 
Terl 

Young N, What, rough mustachio ( Speak not of 
him, 



His name is like ft catftion 111 Aiy eilr ! 

It smells of powder too-^tKiW^ out Upoh him ! 

But, Monsieur Aytiwr, prttHee Cfaaunt the strtifh 

Devoted to my mistress. — Madftm, theSe gentfettita 

Have waited at my bidding on you here. 

And are amongst the well approved of ill 1 

The choristers of the city. — Come, begin. 

{^Leads ^EAuuELLis to seat near l. u. e. 

SONG. 

« 

Come Biy fair and let us prove. 
While we live, the joys of lote ! 
Time will not be ours for ever, 
Closet hearts hit touch will sever : 
Then spend not, what he gives, in vtiiH 
Suns, that set, may rise again, 
But if once we lose this light, 
'Tis with us perpetual night. 

Enter Rochfort, r. 

Bednm. My father. 

NovalL My honourable lord ! 

Jtodk. How no^, iliy lord Novall ! *tis virtue in you I 
60 early up, and ready before noon. 
That are the map of djressing through ail France ! 
Young N. I rise to say my prayers, sir — ^here*s my 

saint. 
Roch. 'Tis well and couftlyi — ^You nlust give me leave, 
.To iiave Home private confetence with my daughter. 
My garden's worth your notice — ^You will dine with 
mef 
Young N, We'll wait on you. 
Good morn unto your lordship ; and, BealUnelle, 
Remember what you have vow'd. 
Beaum. I'll not forget it. 

\_Exeunt YoXjUg Novall, Lilad4m, Atmbr, <i^e, u, A. 
Boeh. Why, how now, my child, ^ou dost not look 
well; 
Thou art sad of late ; come cheer thee ; I have found 
A geutle remedy for these midden fits ; 
A goodly oak whereon to twist my vine. 
Till her fair branches grow up to the stars. 

Beaum. My dearest father ! [Aside.^ Should my Hopes 
pt^re true ! 
Boch. My business fills my little time so ftdl, 

O 2 
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I cannot stand to talk~I know thy duty 
Is handmaid to my will, especially 
When it presents nothing but good and fit. 

Beaum. Sir, I am yours, and from mine infancy 
Obedience was to me a thing of will 
More than of duty. 

Enter Beaumont, l. 

Beau, Good, my lord — you bade me 

Inform you, when the funeral should walk forth ; 
And I have come to tell you, that the bell 
Tolls out its doleful notice. — Charalois, 
Together with Romont, and many friends 
Of the dead marshal, to the prison gates 
Move in a' long procession ; there the body 
Is in exchange, for this most noble son 
To be surrendered. 

Rock, Come with me, my child, 

Thou shalt be witness, nor in vain, Beaumelle, 
To the whole frame of this solemnity. \^Musie, 

And, hark ! I hear the voices that afar 
Chaunt the long tiymn of death. — Let's go, my child. 

[Hymn heard outside, as if at a distance, which 
swells into louder and louder Chorum as it ad' 
vances U^rough the next Scene,^ 

The earth shall lie upon his breast. 
And he shall be laid in the place of rest. 
ExewU RocHFORT, Beaumblle, and Beaumont. 

SCENE U,— While the Hymn is singing, the Seene 
draws. The exterior qf a Prison. Large iron 
gales. Coniinuation qf the Hymn 

In the place that nature demands for the dead. 
Will we quietly lay him, and there shall be said 

The churches prayer above his head. 
That hath the power from the fiends, controul 

To take the trembling soul, 

And make it a sweet and a gentle way 
To the brightness of Heaven*s long summer day. 

Enter h. Charalois, RoMONT,a PrtV«f, Officers, Soldi- 
ers, Choristers, in Funeral Procession,— RocnFoUT, 
Bejuvmovt and Beaumelle. 
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Horn, This is the dttngeoD*s gate :~Wh&i hoa ! there 
— Give 
Yoar plunder up ! 

. Chara. I shall behold my father ! 

Sastain me in this trial — I can scarce 
Look on his body as befits a man, 
Whom weeping fits not. 

Bom, 'Prithee, Charalois, 

Shame not the sacrifice with any show 
Of sorrow in the offering ! [Bell iolU,] Ha ! they come 

l^The gates are thrown open^ and the .Body qf the 
Marshal is discovered supported upon a trier, 
borne by four mourners. His Stvord, Helmet, 
See, on the bier — it is brought forward,'] 

Chara. My father ! oh ! my dear ill-fated father I 
Thou shalt at last lie down in peace — dear earth ! 
That did*st bring rest to their unthankful lives, 
Whose cruelty denied thee rest in death, ^ 
Of all that ever thou hast done good to, 
These few brave veterans, that have yet survived 
The many battles they did fight with thee, 
Tnese, only, have good memories — I thank you. 
You gallant followers of my father*s fortunes, 
True to his life, and faithful to the grave, 
I thank you for this last and friendly love. 

j^och. Sir ? 

Chara. Peace I oh peace lathis scene is wholly mine* 
Whatl wpep you, soldiers? — ^Blanch not— Romont 

weeps I 
JBven he, tne rugged and the strong, doth weep. 
Oh ! my dear father I be these warrior tears 
Thy body's precious balm — ^these and thy virtues 
Keep thy fame ever odoriferous, 
Whilst the great, proud, rich, undeserving mar 
Alive rots in his vices, and being vanished. 
The golden calf that was a pompous idol. 
Shall quickly both in bone and name consume, 
Tho* wrapt in spice and searcloth. 

Priest, Let us on, I pray you, sir. 

Chara, One moment more— 
But to bestow a few poor legacieK, 
All I have left in my dead father's right. 
And I have done. Captain, wear thou these spurs> 
That yet ne*er made his horse run from a foe» 
Lieutenant thou this scarf; and may it tye 
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Thy T«ilobr and thy Koties'ty Wg^her ! 

For so it did in him. Ensign this cuirass. 

Your General's necklace once. Yoii, gentle heaCtUrs, 

Divide thib piinle of g'o'ld ; this other, strew 

Among the poor-^*Tis all I have. Romont, 

Wear thou this medal of hintiself— that, like 

A heart^ oak, grew'st close to this tall pine, 

E*en in the wildest wilderness of war, 

Whereon foes broke their swords and tired thieoiselves. 

For ffie, my portion provide in heaven ! 

My root is earth'd, and I, a desolate branch. 

Left scattered in the high-wav of the world, 

^rod under foot, that might have been a column, 

Mainly supporting our demolish*d house. 

[^Takes the Sword lying by the Marshall 
This would I Wear as my inheritance, — 
But what hope can arise to me from it, 
When! and it here both prisoners ? 
Only may this, if ever I be free. 
Keep and redeem me from all infamy. 

Priest, "Let the procession move. \ 

Chara. Farewell, itfy father I 

Look,- Romont, in his face ! — There is a smile 
Writ down on it, as if he did approve 
This sad redemption that I mal^e of him : 
It is the last time 1 shall ever press 
This cold hand to my lips !— Farewell, Romont, 
Give him the little earth I have bought for him. 
See that the rite be done with reverence 
Due to his memory. 

Aom. 'Farewell I 

Roeh, Hold ! 
I caimot longer stand in siliince here, 
Wonder must have its Vent— 'tis Rochfort breaks 
On'this sad scene? The IbVe I bore your father. 
And more than all that love, the glorious worth 
I see in you, so much resembling his. 
Make me thus bold with you : put off your wonder : 
Now by the heavens ! as long as Rochfort has 
A piece of gold remaining of that hoard. 
Which a long life hath honourably won, 
You shall be sharer in it. 

Rom, How, my lord ? 

Roch, Shut ! shut the jaws of your voracious dUngeon. 
That idlyg^ajies fbr him ! He never shall 
Be closed wlthiii that den of misery, 
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The yillains would hftVe rnv^e the sepulchre 

Of such a peerleiSB virtue, get thee back * 

Id sight 

Of this assembly Rochfort oodertakes 

That all the nxarshaVs debts shall be discharged 

To the last groat. 

Rom, You do amaze me, sir. 

Rock. <Atid, were they tenfold what they are already, 
I would unburthen from their grievous load 
Such an excelling virtue ! 

Chara. Honoured Rochfort ! 

But think not, 1 will ever so consent 
To chuse your bounty.— ^Why should Charalois 
Borrow that has not'raeans to pay ? Nay, is 
A very bankrupt even in flattering hope 
Of ever raising any. — No, sir, no, 
1*11 not accept your nobleness. 

Roch. But Charalois, 

ToU have the means to pay me, nay, thf power 
To turn me to your debtor — I have a niuit to yon, 
Would you requite me ? . 

Rom. With his life, I assure you 

And for myself, look ye — ^I cannot speak, 
The words are chok*d by my high heart— my friend ! 
Oh, Charalois ! my brother ! 

Roch, Then, behold ! 
This is my only child — ^what (ihc appears 
Your lordslrip well may see ; and for her micd, 
I know it fairer that her shape, and hope 
It will continue. so : — If that her birth 
Is not too mean for Charalois, take her<*takfr 
This virgin from my hand and call her wife, 
Endowed with all my fbrtunes. 

Char a. Wake me Romont ? 

That I may know I dream*d, and find this vanished. 

Rom, Henceforth I will believe, that virtue is not 
What some have term'd it, all a dream ; here 'tis 
In its majestic substfthce, as reve'ard 
As the great sun ! 

Roch, I did not mean at first 

To interrupt this holy ceremony, 
But admiration overcame my purpose. 
Nor could I stay for fitter opportunity 
To lay my heart before you. I am not 
So fondly superstitious, as to think 
That there is aught of a sad augury 
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In such occasion— I will afterwards 

Inquire your answer, and meanwhile I pray you, 

That I may be permitted to attend 

Tills mournful celebration. 

Ckara. Father ! friend ! [Kneding, 

Rom, Come, let us on ; arise thee, Charalois, 

There is an after-time for gratitude. 

Tbou shalt be the companion, as thou hast been 

Thy father's great deliverer — to the grave. 

Ha ! ha ! methinks the dungeon looks as if 

'Twere disappointed of its prey ; it stands. 

With its huge jaws wide stretched in emptiness. 

Like a mockM monster. I will fling ye back, 

Ye ponderous barriers of captivity ! 

And feel more joy, than in the trumpet s voice, 

When it spoke out the growing victory 

In the thunder of your clapping, that should peal 

Even to your core of slavery. 

Gome, my Charalois. 

Rochfort, I will, for thy sake, think there is 

Beneath the gown as fine a heart, as e*er 

Beat underneath the cuirass. March, then, forth. 

And with a step as full of consciousness. 

As was the martial tread in days of old. 

Of togaed Romans to the Capitol* 

CHORUS. 

From the depths I did call on thee. 
In thee I did not despair. 
Open thine ears all piteously, 
To the voice of my humble prayer. 

[Exeuntf xnjuneral Proeestion, Im 
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ACT III. 

SCENB I.— TAe Gardens of RochforV* House. 

Enter Young Noyall, Gharmi, Liladam, and 

Aymer, r. 

Charmi. You bear it weU, my lord; and it is wisdom 
In you, now you see her another man's ; 
And such a man*s — so good ! so popular ! 

Liladam, Oh, very good : Give the devil his due. 

Yoim^ N. Do not praise me, sir, howe*er 1 merit 
it:— 
Yesterday, at the banquet, didst thou observe me 

E*en cast the slightest regard upon her? Yet, 

You think there burns a strong affection 'twixt them. 

Charmi, How it should ' 
Be otherwise between them is beyond 
My best imagination. Every day 
Rises to light them to increasing love 
Their years and dispositions do accord so— 

Young N, You saw them at the nuptial, did you not ? 

[Significantly, 

Charmi. Why, I confess — but maidenish fear will pale 
Love's fairest roses. 

Young N. Aye, it may be so ; 

But you*re a leave-taker — ^nor can I trespass 
One day beyond upon our host's free welcome. 
Will you go seek them ? 

Liladani. They approach, to save 

Your lordship's labour in their quest. 

JSntor RocHFORT, Charalois, Beaumelle, IiUqon, 

and Bellapert, r. 

Beaum. If you will sojourn here some few day 
longer 
(Or you will think my Lord, in*s neglect of you, 
Borrowed from hospitable duty to make rich 
Love, that was rich already), we will find 
Variety of sweet.entertainment. 

Lufon. My offlco is obedience, that makes deaf 



54 rkk fatal dowry. [act lix. 

My ears to all your syren songs. I must jrom hence : 
One word, dear Charalois. 

Ckarmi, [Coroiw^r forward imY^Novall.] Lady, our 
best wishes 
Ever wait on you. Farewell, my Lord. 

Young N. Madam, "farewell. 

Beaum. All true pleasures attend your lordships ! 

BHlla. [_Aside to NovAiic.] Do not part ^t— I hkire a 
word for you. {Exit Bellapert, l. 

Hoeh, Whfene'er yoiir leistt^e served you, pray rfe« 
member. 
, You brilig your Welcome with you. 

[Exeunt YotJNc Novall, Liladam, and Aymbr. 

Chara, The rarest beapty France could ever boast 
Was but her shadow, and her matchless form 
Is better*d by the pureness of her soul. 

Lueon, May your whole life still be a wooing one, 
And every day new as the bridal one ! 
Pear Charalois^ farewell ! 
. ^Roch. You will not leave us. 

Lueon, The king, upon whose favour all my hopes 
And fortunes do depend, here sends his mandate 

[Skewing letters 
For me ; three short weeks never in their flight 
Bore so much pleasure with them. 

Chard. Yet, let. me act my noble father's advocate,' 
(I know I do his pleasure) and entreat 
One se*nnight more. Oar wedding-moon 
Hath yet a quarter to be lost in ijeaven, 
'Ere staid sobriety should find her place 
In bridal halls. 

iMcon. I dare not listen to you : 

Here is my destiny — once more, farewell. 

Beaum. Your absence makes our sorrow ; sir, fare- 
well. Exit. 

Roch. Give me leave 
To wait on you to your horse. 

Chara, And me to bring you 

A small part of your journey. 

Lucon. [To RocH.] Your love puts 

Your'age to too much trouble. 

Roch, I grow young again 
In my dear children's sight. I will not praise him, 
Lu^on, although I owe him much :-^ 

CShoTte. . My lord — 

Roeh, My cares are all forgotten :— the elixir. 



SCaMJL llJ THS VATAL DOWBT. 90^ 

Which busy foo]^ wear out their lives to find, 
My childreii have ppured out from the o*exBovring 
Cap of their own happiness, shedding new lafie 
Upon an ohl man*s lueart. Come, come, w&'U tend you. 

SCENiB Jf^—A Room in the Home of Roekfort. 

Enter >YovTfG Nov all and Bell ape rt, l. 

Young K> Fly not to these excuses, thou hast been' 
False to thy promise ; and when I have said 
Ujigrateful, all is sppKe^p. 

Bella, Good, my lord ; but hear me oi^y ■ ■ 
Young N» To what purpose, trifler ? 
Can any thing which thou canst say make void 
The marriage ? or those pleasures but a dream 
Which Charajiois (o^ vengei^nce I) hath enjoyed 

Bella, I yet could say, that you receive adyanUga 
In what you think a loss, would you vouchsafe me ; 
That y<»a were never in a w;ay till now 
Yf\^ safety to achieve the prize you aim at, 
Thajt jplff^si^e makes love t^ you, unittend^d 
By danger or repentance. 

Young N. Jf I could 
But apprehend, the reason why ii\i9 vpigl^t ^ 
Hope would not then for.sa)ce me. 

Bella. Tlje obt^ning 
Of the beauty ypnsol^g l^aire siglied for, 
Shall, in l^e fpll pqsspj|s)lon pif yq«r wishes^ 
Confirm that I am faithful. 

Young N. Give som? XQlish 
How this miy afipeairp^^aAble. 

Bella. I will. 
You say my lady's |Diiirr|ed.: :I confess it ; 
And for ^hrje wfSQks : tht^t s|)e is Charalois', 
And with' her he*s.^lre;,a4y iQf^9ter pf 
The best part of my lord's estate. But that 
The first or last should ever be a hindrance, 
I utterly deny. She loved you first : 
^d )i)rhen sl^e married Charalois, she gave 
Her hand but in compliance with the will 
Of her fantastic father : — ^they are now 
These twenty days espoused, and I already 
Perceive the hoariness of a ypi^ng frost 
In her affectionji to him. He is not 
Versed in such^arts, as captivate the soul 
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Of a fond Tarious woman-; all day long 

He sits enwrapped in some old book, as huge 

And musty as that sturdy friend of his 

The poor and haughty Romont.; I have ta*en 

Much opportunity to niention you, 

In phrase of commendation, to the which 

She lends a ready hearing. She doats on you ! 

If it prove otherwise, I pray you poison me 

With the next gold you give me. — See, she comes. 

Enter Beaumelle, l. u. b. 

Beaum. How now ! my cavalier ! Courting my wo- 

' man ? 

Bella. Madam, he did solicit my kind words 
To win the love, for which he languishes ; 
I'll leave him to express but half to you 
That he has told me, and 1*11 dare account, 
Youll think him eloquent. 

Beaum. Stay, Bellapert. 

Bella. In this 1 c^innot, with your leave, obey you : 
I have much to do. tExU* 

Beaum, ITou come to chide me, Novall , and bring with 
you 
Sufficient warrant ; you will say, and truly. 
My father f6und too much obedience in me 
By being won so soon. Yet, if you please 
But to remember, all my hopes and fortunes 
Had reference to his liking, you will grant 
That though I did not well toward you, I yet 
Did dutifully to him. 

Young N, With too much fervour 
I have long loved, and still love you, Beaumelle, 
To esteem that an injury to me. 
Which was to you necessity. I had 
Your vows before your marriage, und you may 
In recompence of all my duteous service 
Become my <!reditress. 

Beaitm, My lord ! 

Young N, But hear me. 

[^Thep retire^ ». s. b. 

Enter Romont and Florimel, l. 

Flor, Sip, 'tis not envy 
At any start, that Bellapert has got 
In my lady*s good opinion, that's the motive 
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Of this dicovery, but payment of 
What I owe to her lord. 

Rom. So I conceive it. 

Flor, I haTe observed too much, nor shall my silence 
Prevent the remedy. Ha ! yonder they are I 
I dare not be seen with you. You may do 
What you think fit ; which will be, I presume, 
The office of a faithful and tried friend 
To my young lord. ^EjeU. 

Rom. How if I break this to her father ?— Ha ! 
This is no vision ! [Seeing them* 

Furies and shame ! what, in his arms ! and suffer 
His baleful kisses ! oh, my friend ! 

Beaumslle and Youn6 Novall advance. 

Young N, That you would ever vow thus ! ever trust 
me I 

Beaum. Love makes me credulous— your vows — ha f 

[Seeing Romont. 

Rom. If i am rude, your pardon, lady— yours, . 
I do not ask. Come, do not dare to show me 
A face of anger or the least dislike ; — 
Put oh, and suddenly, a milder look ; 
I shall grow rough else. 

Young N, What have I done, sir. 
To draw this harsh^ unsavoury language from you 7 

Rom. Done', popinjay ! why, dost thou think, that if 
I e'er had dreamM, that thou hadst done me wrong, 
Thou should* St outlive it ? 

Beaum. This is something more. 
Than my lord*s friendship gives commission for. 

Young N. Your presence, and the place, make him 
presume 
Upon my patience. 

Rom. As if thou e'er wert angry 
But with thy taylor ! and yet that poor shred 
Can bring more to the making-up of a man 
Than can be hoped from thee. Thou art his creature. 
And did he not each morning new create thee, 
Thou'dst rot, and be forgotten. I'll not change 
One syllable more with thee ; I suspect thee, 
And will be satisfied ; 'till which time, keep from me. 

Y'oung N. Sir, we shall meet. [Exit, l. 

Rom. Madam, I so respect you 
In the remembrance of the worthy man 
Who is your father — and whose wife you now are, 

D 
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Ttiat I choose rather not to understand 
Your hasty scorn — than — 

Beaum, What, you will not beat me 
If I expound it to you ? Here's a tyrant 
Spares neither man nor woman ! 

Rom, My intents, 
Madam, deserve not this ; nor do T stay 
To be the whetstone of your wit — preserve it 
T9 spend on such, as know how to admire 
8uch coloured stuif. In me, there's now speaks to you 
As true a friend and servant to your honour. 
And one, that will with as much hazard guard it. 
As ever man did goodness. But then, lady. 
You must endeavour not alone to 6e, 
But to appear worthy such love and service. 

Beaum, To what tends this ? 

Rom, Why, to this purpose, lady ; 

I do desire, you should prove such a wife 
To Charalois, (and such a one he merits) 
As Cffisar, did he live, could not except at; 
Not only innocent of crime, but free 
From all taint and suspicion. 

Beaum, They are base who judge me otherwise. 

Rom. But yet be careful ! 
Detraction's a bold monster, and fears not 
To wound the fame of princes, if it find 
Out any blemish in their lives to work on. 
But I'll be plainer with you ; had the people 
But learned to speak, but what even now I saw. 
Their malice out of that would raise an engine 
To overthrow your honour. In my sight. 
With yonder painted fool I frighted from you, 
You used familiarities beyond 
A modest entertainment. 
But learn you to forget him, as I will 
Your bounties to him. 

Beaum, [Pointing to a medal tutpended from Ro- 
mont's neck, by a red ribbon,} This pretty rag 
about your neck, shews well ; 
And being coarse and little worth, it shows you 
As terrible as thrifty. 

Rom, Madam ! 

Beaum, Yes ! 
And this strong belt, in which you hang your honour. 
Will outlast twenty scarfs ! 

Rom, What mean you, lady ? 
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Beaum. And all the rest about you, cap-A-pie, 
So uniform in spite of handsomeness, ^ 
Shows such a bold contempt of comeliness, 
That His not strange your laundress in the leaguer 
Grew mad with love of you. 

Rom, Is my free counsel 
Answered with this ridiculous scorn ? 

Beaum. These objects 
Stole very much of my attention from me ; 
Yet something I remember, to speak truth. 
Delivered gravely, but to little purpose, 
That almost would have made me swear, some curate 
Had stolen into the person of Romont, 
And in the praise of good-wife honesty 
Had read an homily. 

Rom. By this hand— 

Beaum, And sword ! 

I will make np your oatb, 'twill want weight else ; 
Yon are angry with me, and poor I — ^lau^ at it I 
Do you come from the camp, which affords only 
The conversation of cast suburb women, 
To set down to a lady of my rank 
Limits of entertainment ? 

Rom. Sure a legion has possest this woman ! 

Beaum. A stamp too, would do well, yet I desire not 
Yon should grow horn-mad till you have a wife. 
Feed here, sir, and be thankful. For me, know, 
That tho* a thousand watches were set on me, 
And you the master-spy, I yfet would use 
The liberty, that best likes me. If my lord 
Be now grown yellow, and has chosen out yon 
To serve his jealousy that way — ^tell him this, 
You have something to inform him. [Exit, i,. 

Rom. And 1 will. 

Believe it, wicked one ! I will. Hear, heaven ! 
But hearing, pardon me. If these fruits grow 
Upon the tree of marriage, let me shun it. 
As a forbidden sweet ! — An heir and rich — 
Young — ^beautiful — yet add to this, a wife, 
And I will rather choose a spital sinner 
Carted an age before, without a tooth. 
And take it for a blessing, rather than 
Be fettered to the hellish slavery 
or such an impudence. 
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Enter Beaumont, with Writings* 

Beau, Colonel, good fortune, 
To meet you thus. You look sad I but 1*11 tell you 
Something that shall remove it ; — Oh, how happy 
Is my lord Charalois in his fair bride ! 

Rom. A happy man, indeed I pray you, in what ? 

Beau. I dare swear, you would think so good a lady 
A dower sufficient. 

Rom. No doubt ; but on- 

Beau. So fair, so chaste, so virtuous ; indeed. 
All that is excellent. 

Rom. Women have no cunning 
To gull the world ! 

Beau, Yet, to all these, my lord. 
Her father, gives the full addition of 
All he does possess in Burgundy. 
These writings to confirm it ^re new sealed, 
And I most fortunate to present him with them, 
I must go seek him out. Can you direct me ? ^^ 

Rom. YouUl find him breaking a young horse. 

Beau. I thank you. [Exit. 

Rom. 1 must do something worthy Charalois* friend- 
ship. 
I have assurance from this Fiorimel, 
Who bides about her person, that she is 
In heart devoted to the young No vail. 
If she were well inclined^ to keep her so 
Deserved not thanks ; and yet, to stay a woman^ 
Spurred headlong by her passions to her ruin, 
Is harder than to prop a falling tower " 

With a deceiving reed. [Laughing without. 

Again here ! and he returned ! Her sight 
Is like a coward's to me. [Laughing.] Light hearted 

wanton ! 
Thy mirth will wake a shriller music — death ! 
Let me repress this boiling passion.— Rochfort's house. 
Must not be shamed with brawls : — There*ll come a 
time. 

Enter Beaumelle, Novali^, Liladam, anct Atmed, l. 

D*ye smile. 
Good lady ? What mockery have you next ? 

Beaum. Oh, fear not you, sir, 
1*11 shift a thon«and times, but I will 
Convert your. tere^y. : 
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Eom. What heresy ? Speak ! 

Beaum, Of keeping a young lady that is married 
from entertaining servants. [S'Ae whispers Novall, 

Young N, Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Beawn, Use any means to vex him now. 
And then with pleasure follow roe. [£jrt/, a. 

Young N. You are tired 

With your grave exhortations, Colonel. 

Lilad, How is it ! *Faith, your lordship may 

Do well 

To help him to some church preferment ; *tis 
The fashion now for men of all conditions. 
However they have lived, to end that way. 
That face would do well in a surplice. 

Rom. Rogues, 

Be silent — and for you, the master rogue, 
I shall he with you suddenly. 

Young N. Look at him ; 

If I should strike him, I know I should kill him. 
And therefore 1 shall have him beaten. 
For he's good for nothing else. 

LUad. Aye, his huge back 

Appears to me, as it would tire a beadle. 
And then he has a knotted brow would bruise 
A court-like hand to touch it. 

Young N, He's like a currier. 

When Ms hides grow dear ; — he's angry ! 

Rom, I break no jests, but I can break m^ 

sword 
About your pates I 

[RoMONT drofPf, and U about to rusk on them, 

Ent^ Charalois. 

Chora, How now, Romont ! forbear ! — 

Good gentlemen, what is the matter ? 

Young N. Ask your friend, my lord ; 

For my own part, I*m sorry your house is so inhos- 
pitable. 
We must quit it. 

[Exeunt Young Noval, Liladam, and Atmbr, l. 

Ctiara. Prithee, Romont, what caused this uproar ? 

Rom, Nothing. — 

They laughed, and used their scurvy wits upon me. 

Chara, Come, 'tis thy jealous nature ; but I wonder 
That you, which ate an honest man and worthy, 
Should foster this suspicion : no man laughs^ 

d3 
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No man can whisper, but thou apprehendest 

His conference and his scorn reflect on thee ; 

For my part, thoy should scoff their thin wits out. 

So I not heard them. 

Leave, leave these fits to conscious men, to such 

As are obnoxious to those foolish things 

As they can gibe at. 

Rom, Well, sir. 

Chara, Thou art known 

Valiant, without defect, rightly defined. 
Which is, es fearing to do injury, 
As tender to endure it ;— not a brabbler, 
A swearer 

Rom. Pish ! pish ! what needs this, my lord t 

If I be known none such, how vainly you 
Do cast away good counsel !— I have lovM you. 
And yet must freely speak ; so young a tutor 
Fits not so old a soldier as I am ; 
And I must tell you, 'twas in your behalf 
I greyer enraged thus ; yet had rather die 
Than open the great cause a syllable further. 

Chara. In my behalf 1 Wherein hath Cha- 

ralois 
Unfitly so demeaned himself, to give 
The least occasion to the loosest tongue 
To throw aspersions on him ! or so weakly 
Protected his own honour, as it should 
Need a defence from any but himself? 
They are fools that judge me by my outward seeming. 
Why should my gentleness beget abuse 1 
The lion is not angry that does sleep ; 
Nor every man that can shed tears a cowara.— > 
For God*s sake, speak the cause ! 

Rom. Not for the world I 

Oh, it will strike disease into your bones. 
Beyond the cure of medicine ; drink your blood, 
Rob you of all your rest. 
Leave you no eyes but to see misery. 
And of your own ; nor speech but to wish thus : 
** Would I had perish*d in the prison's jaws 
From whence I was redeemed !** 

Chara. Thou dost strike 

A deathful coldness to my heart's high heat. 
Declare this foe of mine and life's, that, like 
A man, I may encounter and subdue it. 
It shall not have one such effect on me 
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As thou deDouncest ; with a soldier's arm, 
If it be strength, I'll meet it :— if a fault 
Belonging to my mind, 1*11 cut it off 
With mine own reason, as a scholar should. 
8peak*-though it make me monstrous. 

Rom. I will die first. 

Farewell ! continue happy, and high Heaven 
Keep your wife chaste I 

cAara. Hum ! Stay, and take this wolf 

Out of my breast, that thou hast lodg'd there, or 
For ever lose me. 

Rom. Lose not yourself, sir. 

And I will venture : so, the door is fast. 
Now, noble €haralois, collect yourself. 
Summon your spirits, muster all your strength 
That can belong to man ; sift passion 
From every vein, and, whatsoe'er ensues, 
Upbraid not me hereafter, as the cause of 
Jealousy, discontent, slaughter, and ruin ; 
Make me not parent to sin. — ^You will know 
The secret that I burn with ? 

Chara, Devil on't. 

What should it be ? Romont, I heard you wish 
My wife's continuance of chastity. 

Rom. There was no hurt in that. 

Chara. Why, do you know 
A possibility unto the contrary ? 

Rom. I know it not, but doubt it ; these the grounds : 
This tender on your wife now, young Novall, 
The son unto your father's enemy, 
(Which aggravates presumption much the more) 
I have been warned of him, been well assured 
She loved him 'ere she married you ; that oft. 
She talks with such endearing phrase, as suits not 
The rigour of your honour : that she hath 
Received lull many tokens of his love, 
And takes his letters filled with amorous stuff, 
That makes up vice's language ; nay, I have seen him 
Press on her lips his kisses, and their palms 
Glewed, as if love had locked them»-how is this ? 
Why stand you silent thus ? what cold dull phlegm. 
As if you had no drop of choler mixed 
In your whole constitution, thus prevails 
To fix you now thus stupid, hearing this? 

Chara. And, sir, you heard and saw no morebul 
this? 
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Rom. No. 

Chara. Ha, ha, ha. 

Rom. Laugh you ? e'en so your wife did, 

Chara. She was wise ; 
Would*st have me be a fool ? 

Rom, No, but a man. ' 

Chara. There is no dram of manhood to suspect 
On such thin airy circumstance as this ; 
Mere compliment and courtship. Was this tale 
The hideous monster which you so concealed ? 
Go, thou seditious sower of debate, 

Fly to such matches, where the bridegroom doubts, j 

He holds not worth enough to countervail 
The virtue and the beauty of his wife. 
Thou buzzing drone, that 'bout mine ears dost hum 
'' To strike thy rankling sting into my heart, 
.Whose venom, time nor med'cine could assuage ! 

Rom, Lord Charalois! dost hear me? art awake f : 

' Thou searcher of mens* hearts, and sure defender 
Of th' innocent, if in this I'm guilty. 

Strike me dead I I say I saw them ! | 

One in another's arms ! tied heart to heart I i 

Chara, Away I thou curious impertinent, 
And idle searcher of such lean, nice toys ! 
Thus do I put thee off ! and confident 
In mine own innocency and desert. 
Dare not conceive her so unreasonable. 
To put Novall in balance against roe ; 
Hence, busy-body ! Thou art no friend to me. 
That must be kept to a wife's injury. ^ ' 

Rom, Is't possible ! Farewell, fine honest man t 
8weet tempered lord, a^eu ! What apoplexy j 

Hath knit sense up ? Is this Romont's reward? 
Bear witness, the great spirit of tliy father. 
With what a healthful hope I did administer 
This potion, that hath wrought so virulently ! 
I not accuse thy wife of act, but would 
Prevent her precipice to thy dishonour, 

Which now thy tardy sluggishness will admit. I 

Would I had seen thee graved with thy great sire, 
'£re lived to have mens* marginal fingers point 
At Charalois, as a lamented story. 
An emperor put away his wife for touching 
Another man ; but thou would'st have thine tasted 

And keep her, I think Pho ! I am a fire 

To warm a dead man, that waste out myself. 
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Bleed !-— What a plague ! « vengeance I isH to me 
If you will be a wittol ? [ J>raw«.] Here I shew 
A sword's point to thee, this side you may shun. 
Or that, the peril ; if you will run on, 
I cannot help it* 

Char a, Did*st thou ever see me 

Angry, Romont? 

Rom. Yes, and pursue a foe 
liike lightning. 

Chara, Prithee see me so no more : 
I can be so again. Put up thy sword, 
And take thyself away, lest I draw mine. 

Rom. Come, fright your foes with this, sir ! 
You see I stand unmoved ; were your words thunder. 
They could not shake me !— Would* st thou in one mo- 
ment 
Destroy whate*er thou'st done of great or good 1 

Chara, Romont, I've loved thee ; thou hast been to 
me 
What man could be to man ; but yet no further 
Tempt my fierce wrath ! 

Rom. Your wrath ? light boy, would*st 

scare 
Me with thy senseless fury ! Had thy father 
Lived but to see thy most prodigious folly. 
There needed not the law to out him off ; 
The sight of thee had proved his executioner. 
And broke his heart ! I am thy friend, and will 
Stand by thee. 

Chara. Thou art not my friend. 

Or being so, thou art mad. I will not keep 
Thy friendship at this rate. 
If e*er on. such light ground I yield to fear, ^ 

The hafed brand of cuckold ever dog me ! 
I am a Frenchman — ^no Italian husband. 

Rom. A dull Dutch, rather ! tarry then, and learn 
The witty ballads, that street vermin sing 
In every strumpet's ear ; — be marked— 

Chara. Untutored ruffian ! thus — 

[Raising his hand to strike^ Romont seizes if. 

Rom. Young man !— Be thankful, I can yet controul 
My burning blood so far, to save thy soul 
From crime, and my own sword from blood ! Dared 

you — 
This hand, that shakes with rage, had sealed my ven- 
geance 
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On thy heart, but for one memory^-thy father — 

Thy brave deserving father — foolish boy 1 ThouVt not 

his son : 
I taught thee, nursed thee an infant, shielded 
Thee a man, I held mv life for thee, and thou-— 
I grieve, I blush for theo-— I cannot speak. 

Chora, Thou hast called up thoughts, as from a 
parent's tomb. 
To stay my arm*s just fury ; — ^but no more- 
Farewell, uncivil man ! let's meet no more ; 
Had I just cause, 

Thou know'st I durst pursue such injury 
Through fire, air, water, earth : but there is none. 
Here our long web of friendship I untwist. 
Shall I go whine, walk pale,and lock my wife, 
For nothing, from her birth's free liberty, 
That opei^ mine to me ? If e'er I do, 
The plague^^Jhou fear'st me with, be my tormentors. 
And GharaloisVbeconie the city's bye- word ! 
Away, fond n^an, away. [Exity i«. 

Rom, Fall and cool, my blood \ 

Boil not in ^eal of thy friend's hurt so high. 
That is so Iqw and cold himself in it '. Woman ! 
How strong jthou art ; how easily beguiled I 
Riches, I se6, change manners and the man ! 
Would, when first he saw and lov'd her, that the earth 
Had opened and swallowed both alive ! 
To-morrow shall I from Dijon for ever, 
Nor to the ending of my life again 
Hold intercourse with Gharalois : yet, 'ere 
1 take ray sight and this proud heart from hence. 
Something 1 must do to approve my friendship. 
And 'swage the burning of my fevered heart. [ExiU u 

END OF ACT III. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE X,— Young NovaWg Drtsting Rootn-^ToiU* 
and Writing Tables^ Mirrort^ Sfc, He is discovered 
seated at a Writing Table, He rises, and goes to a 
Looking-glass. — Valet attending; Liladam and 
Atmeb. 

Young N, Mend this a little. Here, boy, bear this 
letter 
To Gharalois' fair dame ; with yoar best language 
Offer it ; or, if her honourable lord 
Be near, seek out her woman, Bellapert, 
And charge her to deliver it. [^Exit Page^ l.] — *Tis but 

denial 
At the worst. How shows my head, Liladam T 

Lila. Your hair, my lord, is now built in an edifice 
of the perfectest symmetry and array, which any archi- 
tect of the head hath ever raised ; and Monsieur here, 
ahall, upon the credit of it, beget a new fashion at 
court. 

Young N, And, Liladam, how allow you the model 
of my clothes 7 Do they become ps 1 Are we invested 
in a just perfection of attire ? 

Lt7a. [ TOW and aver your tailor must needs be an 
expert geometrician. He hath taken the longitude, 
latitude, profundity, and every dimension of your body 
so exquisitely. 

Aym. You are right there ; his Testments are as they 
grew upon him. 

Lila. Yes; and art hath wrought them on the same 
loom, on which nature framed his lordship. 

Young N. I now want only my mistress* approba- 
tion, who is indeed the most polite punctual queen of 
dressing in all Burgundy. 

Lila. Oh, my lord I the Infanta of Spain, with the 
Indies for her dower, should marry thee ! 

Young N. Marrr me ! were there a queen of the 
world not I — ^wedlock? no — ^padlock— horselock. I, 
my laladam, like a free noble steed among tbe mea- 
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dows, ao look about, and overleap hedge anu ditch, and 
feed in my neighbour's pastures ! Married once, a man 
is staked and pounded, and cannot graze beyond his 
own hedge. Let such solemn rogues as Charalois 
betake themselves to it, while we — ha, ha, ha — you 
understand. 

Enter Servant, l. 

Servant. My lord, 
One with a mask and domino abroad 
Craves audience of you. 

Young N» Xjbt him enter here. [Exit Servant, l. 
It is perchance some minister to love. 
That comes to bear us tidings of a dame. 
We have lately smiled on. 

Enter Romont masked and disguised. 

Well ! what art thou, that 

Thou comest in such disguise to visit us ? 

Rom, I pray your secret ear, for that I would 
Something impart, that touches a fair woman, 
Fits not the general hearing. 

Young N, Ha ! I guessM it. 

You see, my friends, I must awhile dispense 
With this your diligent tending ; I belong 
More to the lovely ones than to myself, 
And every other duty is laid down 
Obedient to the dear idolatry. 

[To LiLADAM aside, 
.Now, I dare swear.it is the wife of Charalois 
Hath sent this messenger and presently — ha ! ha ! 

lExeunt Liladam and Atmer, l. 
We are alone. 

Rom, I must secure our privacy. 

[Locks the door^ and throws off his disguise. 
Look here ! Do you know me ? 

Young N. What do I behold? 
Romont ! what, ho ! there, Liladam ! what. 
Ho, there ! 

Horn, Stir not a step ; and quench that woman • 
voice. 
Or I will choke it in you ; 'tis in vain : 
Your door is locked ; yet for no hurt to you. 
Call up your blood again, and sit you down . 
There — let me help you to a seat ; myself 
Will take one, and beside you : now attend me. 
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Young N, What is the meaning of your trespass 
here 7 
Why came you thus disguised, to Tiolate 
My very hours of vesture, and with a visage, 
Full of a settled menacing, glare on me ? 

Morn* I came so masked, because I knew that else 
T could not find admission to your sight ; 
Nay, do not shake thus, for I would not wrong you. 
But rather come tO-do you service. Listen ! 

Y^ng N. Service ! an insult rather ; but go on. 

JfiMM. Your gla8» here doth inform me, that 
You have been feasting in the luxurious sight 
Of this your outward form and faculty ; 
I come to shew a mirror to your soul, 
Wherein you must behold yourself, though back 
You should recoil from the image. But before 
I do expound to you, what His you are. 
First let me teach you something of myself. 
Shift not uneasily upon your seat ; 
I come to db the office of a friend. 

Fovii^ N. I listen to you. I Sir, what would you say / 

Rom, From a flttbaltem*s rank, where many years, 
From lack of means to rise, I served my country, 
I was exalted by an honest man. 
Whose memory is dearer than my blood. 
The brave old Marshal Charalois ; he was . 
My general, and my fellow-soldier. — You 
Can never apprehend* nor will I try 
To teach you, the lofty sentiment 
Made up of honour and of warlike love 
Between the hearts of frilow-soldiers. Oft 
I have stood beside him in a breach ; he hath leaned 
Upon me in the battle, and hi« blood 
Mixed with niine own ; but you cannot conceive 
The warrior friendship of my soul to him ; 
So let it pass. 

Youwf N. I caunoft understand— 

Rom» He died in prison ; and as he expired, < 
Stretched on wet straw« that scarcely served to keep 
His body from the stones whereon it lay« 
He pressM my hand, and said,'^ My son," — 'twas all. 
Bat It was much to me. Well, sir, that son. 
That Charalois, the inheritor of all 
His father's manly virtues, and besides. 
Of Romont's heart and sword too, hath espoused 
The daughter of a good, high-minded man ; 
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Now I do prize the honour of that friend. 
Whose weal I hold in such a sacred trust. 
More than a hundred victories ; (I keep 
My boiling blood with difficulty down,) 
And rather than allow an infamy 
To light upon him, I would slay you, sir, 
E*en with as small remorse, as 1 would tread 
The life of a worm away ! 

Young N> How, sir ! 

Rom, I pray you. 

Peace, peace—these looks sit ill upon you : courage 
Is not well mocked by one, who knows it less. 
Than deaf men do the trumpet. I have told you 
Something concerning me. which you perhaps 
Have hisard before ; but I would teach you, too. 
What ne*er was whispered yet by any one. 
Of all the rascal crew of barbers, tailors. 
Perfume and music-mongers, that surround you. 
With an eternal lie, 1*11 tell it you. 
Close in your ear. — First, you're a coward ! 

Young N, Coward I and dare 

Rom. You are a miserable slave, not fit 
To tie the sword of Charalois about him. 
Much less for such an enterprise against 
The fame and honour of a yaliant man, 
A twentieth of whom would make a hundred 
Worth twenty of yourself. Why, Ood-a-m^rey I 
When I look upon you, *tis a miracle. 
That any woman should for such a thing 
As thou art, such a jay bedizened in 
The feathers of a peacock, leave the wing 
Of a fine eagle spirit— Yet it is. 
For such a civetted, inglorious knaye. 
That many a woman, wedded to all worth. 
And tenderness, and goodness — Plague upon it ! 
That the great dome of honour should be rear*d 
On such foundations, and that men should hold 
Their property in fame on such a tenure 
As a frail woman's will !— Why, ha I ha I ha I 
When I behold thee, I can scarcely stay 
My laughter in.— Thyself shall judge of ir. 
[Seizes the glau^ and holds it htfore Youko Novali. 
Behold ! Look here — thou shalt I— Art thou the man 
8hould rob my friend of honour, and me too. 
Of him, that in the world 1 love the best 1 
Damnation I that a caitiff, like to thee, 
Should interpose between me and the son 
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Of my old general. 

[DoikeB damn the glau anduise* Young Novall. 

Young N. Release me — ^Who waits there f 

Bom. Stir not, nor spend your voice. Without more 
circumstance 
Tell me, (or by the Marshal^s memory 
1*11 tear thy heart out and dissect it,) tell me 
How far the passages have gone between 
You and the wife of Charalois 1 

Young N. I will not speak it, sir— Unhand me-* 

Rom. If you will not satisfy me, 

I am desperate of ray life, and command yours ; 
I saw your lips close pressed to hers.— Speak, speak — 
Is she further guilty ? 

Young N^ To that I'll speak.*^! tow to Heaven and 
you, 
8he*8 no further guilty. 
I cannot call her innocent, for I own. 
On my solicitous wooing, she consentedy 
When time and place gave opportunity. 
To be my own for ever. 

Rom. What ! she hath made 
A contract for dishonour o{ her lord? 
The time and place assign'd too— Death, and all 
The furies ! Did she do so ? But as vet 
Thou swear'st she's innocent io ac( ; howe*er 
In purpose she is all helU 

Young N^ I swear it. 

Rom. Write this^ 

Nay, sir, you must ; here*s ink and paper h«re. 
Withal too you must vow and put your oath 
Under your hand (shake not) ne*er to frequent 
That woman*s company, nor ever send 
Token, or letter, or message, to incline 
This too much prone, already, yielding creature. 

Yowna N. {Ande.] How shall I *8cape this act? 

Rom. Come, sir, no shrinking. 

Yoim^ N. [After writing.'] *Tis done, sir. 

Rom. Let me see— the first is right ; 
Here you mnst wish a sudden death upon yon. 
If ever more you see her but by chance. 
Much less allure her.— Now, my lord, your hand. 

Koim^ N. My hand'to this I 

Rom. Your heart else, I assure you. 

Young N, Nay— there it is. [Signt the paper. 

Rom. 8o >-in my custody it shall abide. 
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I had, at first, some thought 

To take thy life, and so secure the fame 

Of my friend's son. But this is better — ^it 

Hath satisfied my purpose, and I leave thee 

The privilege of a little longer breath. 

Thou know*st full well, that there^B not on the earth 

A place to hide thee from the following of 

My swiftly-footed vengeance. Faro thee well. 

But not a word of this — *tis fairies* treasure^ 

Which but revealM, brings on the babblei-'s mill I 

Let me look back upon thee, ere I go. 

Ha, ha, ha, and could a woman e*er hare fixed 

Her eyes on such a motley piece of trash. 

Without despising it ? — ^Your shadow, sir, 

Shall not more closely trad you in the sun* 

Than I shall. — Look to it, and remember me. 

IEtH Romok't^ 1. 
Young N, Why, was ever iSuch a Cerberus 
As this fire- vomiting cut-throat ! No man's safe 
While such a raging lion roams abroad* 
A plague upon this dragon ! Let me see— - 
Now there are some would say. 
That I should send a challenge to the knave ; 
But valour shall not make me such an ass I 
What use is there of valour now-a-days ? 
Fight with Remont ! no— he's too poor to fig^t with. 
And for my oath — i 

It was by strong compulsion wrung from me, 
So in Love's chancery 'tis voidable. 

Enter Bellaj>ert, l. 

How now, my little Iris ? 

Bella, Oh, my lord, 

I bear you such sweet tidings ; yon shall judge 
If I have been forgetful ; your fair misiress, 
(I was her counsellor) in answer to your letter, 
Consents to fly away with you to-night. 
For ever far from Dijon, and even now 
A coach waits to convey you. 

Young N. Ha ! '' 

Bella, Do you stand 

Humming and hawing now ? 

Young N. What ! she is willing 

To fly from Dijon? 

Bella, Yes : she has resolved 
To embark her fortunes, where she gave her lo^r " 



SCENB II.] TRB FATAL DOWRY. 53 

And to secarei the endurance of your joys 

She will leave her home and country ; she bides for 

you, 
Even as 1 speak, fast by the fflirdeb gate 
Where you did pray her coming. Well, my lord. 
What answer make you now ? 

Younff N. Here is my answer. lGive$ money. 

It is a good deriee ; there will be then 
No fear of this fierce Hector, and his sword 
That reaches half a league. When I did swear 
I neyer thought of this. Now, Charalois, 
1*11 bid defiance to a score- or two 
Of your bluff mercenaries ; hence with fear I 
I swore— 4hat*8 all one ; my next oath I'll keep, 
That I did mean to break, and then His quit. 
No pain is due to Iover*s perjury ; 
If JoTe himself laugh at it, so will I. [Bjteunty l* 

SCENE II.-^A Garden Gate, in the mldet of a Lauret 

Qraee, — Night, 

Enter C^HAaAiiOis, i». 

Chora, This is the place i *^ beside the garden gate. 
That opens on the laurel labyrinth, 
Meet me at nine.*' The hour too by* the moon, 
That sits the queen of frenzy in the heavens ! 
Ske seem* to Bmil6-«««8 all the worid will do- 
In scorn upon the wretched Charalois.— « 
Oh ! let me not go mad till I'm reveng'd ! 
Stay, .toifls, yet awhile — you are sure of m^— 
Wait till the deed be done, and then in blood 
Rise up and take me all ; then in my brain 
Roam ye at large in all the libertv. 
Wherewith you revel in your native htll ! 
Is this the dew of evening on my brow, 
The gentle manna of the heavens ? ah, no- 
It is (he oozmg on my burning front. 
That's heated like a furnace ! Oh, Romont, 
Thou hast shown thyself disastrously my friend. 
Beaumont ! 

Bwter BjsAUMOiiT, s. 

Beau. What, here, my lord ? discoursung with 
The stars, as from the evening they comd forth 7 ^ 
You'll make your wife ali jealous of the face 

e8 
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Of heaven, if thus she find your solitude 
In love with its cold beauty — ^how is this ? 
You are not well. 

Chora* I ftm not* 

Bea»» ' Inyovreye 

There is a horrid deadliness. 

Chara* There should be 

Stmiething of death about me : prithee, hence i 
And stay not here to laugh at me. 

Beau» ' Laugh at you? 

Chora, Aye, wilt thou not, with the ridiculous worlds 
Make mocks and gibes at me, and build thy hand 
Into some villainous designation 
Of what thou knowest me for ; turning thy fingers 
Into the very types of infamy ?— 
If you stay here to look into my face. 
While the betraying cuckoo wakes her note. 
And grin at each reiteration. 
You are dissapointdd ; for she's couched ere this 
In her adulterous nest ; but if at mom 
You do return, you'll find the mockery drown'd 
In the hoarse raven's croaking. 

Beaw. I pray you hence-«- 
You are not well in sooth, and it were wise 
To hide you from the coldnesB of the air. 
That is Impregnant whh the baneful breath 
Of many a poisonous flower. 

Chara, Why talk to me of poison ? I intend to use 
none : here 
Is the good minister to my revenge, 
My father's sword, made of the plain rough steel, 
It is an honest weapon, and is made 
For honourable murder. 

Beau, Good, mylord,-*- 

There is no reason in this wild, rash speech, 
Or if there be, 'tis terrible. 1 would 
Rather believe it madness, than receive 
Its much more horrible import ; pray you with me. 
And let me use the privilege of a friend ! 

Chora, Friend, did you say? — I have none — there 
was once 
A man 1 held my friend, but the same fate 
Robbed me of him and honour,-^he is gone—* 
Romont, the only man that held me dear. 
My second father, has been blown away 
With one rude "breath, and in the world I stand 
With no companion but my shame. 
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Bea». what sbamel 
What is*t you mean, my lord ? you are the firit 
Of all the noblemen in this high city. 
And worshippM in a reverence, that is paid 
Unto your eminent worth : and for a friend. 
Trust me, that you have found one in this heart. 
And in the hand* that* s on it. 

Chara, Are you my friend t 

Beau. This difference between you and Romont 
Will speedily be heaVd ; and meanwhile, 
Till all between you be repaired again, 
Receive me as a man, in every thing 
You may command, your servant. 

Chara, Then I will use thee 
As an hereafter witness, to redress 
My memory from any blemishes 
May fall in death upon me :— 4here may be 
Much need of vindication, and thou wilt 
Deal kindly with mj grave. Beaumont.^-What noive 
Was that I heard luar ? — they are coming. 

Beau» No I 
There is no sound, my lord, except the deep 
And dismal sounding of your voice, that issues 
Like a sepulchral monitor. 

Chara, Beaumont — Look at that paper ! 

Beau, It is signed '^ Novall !*' 

Chara. Read the contents. 

Beau. It makes a meeting here. 
Even in this place. 

Chara, A guilty one I 

Beau. <No doubt, 

From th^ warm phrase 'tis wrote in. 

Chara. Now look there ! [Shows the tupeneription. 
*Tis to my wife, Beaumont.—I would as soon 
Have believed, yon moon had dropped out of the hea- 
vens 
As she — ^For her sake I did fling from me. 
As I would throw a serpent, my.best friend, 
Who would have staid her falling : that daran*d scroll, 
The fatal evidence of my dishonour, 
E^en at the moment that around my neck 
She twin'd her false caresses, from her heart 
Fell in the treacherous dalliance ; she retir'd. 
And straight it met mine eye ;— >I grasp*d, unfolded it ; 
And there I stood with this fell testimony, 
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That cries out in mine ear, there must be blood 

There shall be blood too. 

Beau. Rochfort*s only child r 
The daughter of my friend 

Char a. Would brand me with 
The name of wiftol, that was never yet 
Yoked with a Charalois ; — ^but I will put 
A sea of blood between me aad disgrace : 

And here I wait~Ha ! — 'twas a footstep sounded 

Now, if thou art, what thou hast just professed— 

Beau, Command the service of my sword. 

Chara, | gg^ 

But this : that tliou wilt witness, that % did 
No base unworthy murder ; but in alj 
Dealt in large honour— see, they are approaching ; 
Come forth, ipy father's sword, that ne'er was drawn 
But to a noble purpose, and his spirit 
Be in mine arm ! Death, thou shalt stand 
Between dishonour and a Charalois ! 
Romont, I want thy presence ; in thy sight 
I would redeem myself ; they see m&— ha J 
They start and would fly back.^ViUain, 'tis vain I 
My sword's already in thy heart ! 

[Charalois rushes oui. r. 
Young N, [M«A<m<.] Help! help! there! 

r..r... n ^ [duskifig of swotds. 

Chara, [tVithout,] Darest thou neither be honest 

coward, nor valiant knave I 
Young N, (fVithout,^ Oh, spare me! 

^ ^„ [Bbauitblle #Ar?«it«. 

Chara. [WUheut.l Die I adulterous villain, die 1 

9KAUVELLB rushes in mldi^to Be avmout^ r. 

Beaum, Save me I have pity on me ! Save me. Beau- 
mont, 
I am undone for ever 

Re-enter Charalois, h. his sword bloody. 
Chara, Cursed woman I 

ICuriaiMjmik. 



END Of ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.-^A Room in the House of Roehfort. 

B&iLVMONt and Rochvoat discovered. 

Rock. And Charalois requests my company 
In the church-yard of St.. Genevive, beside 
His father's monument ? 

Beau. He does, my lord ; 

And besides prayed your whole kindred there 
To meet him. 

Rock. What intends he in his choice 

Of such sad place of parley ? 
' Beau. Of his purpose 

I cannot Bpeak. 

Roch, Beaumont, I hope it is 

But the mere wandering of his better sense 
Makes such a solemn assignation, 
Though a wild fear. possesses me. How fares 
My daughter, good Beaumont ? . , 

Beau. You shall yourself 

Full speedily assure yourself, my lord, 
That slie is at rest-^shall I lead on t 

Roch- 1 follow thee. {The clock strikes oiie. 

Beau. *Tis the cathedral clock that has toll*d out 
The first hour of the morning— Come, my lord ! 

[Exeunt t. 

SCENE II. — A Church-yard. A number ef sepulchres 
appear, f(e.. Lights seen through the stained niin^ 
dows of the Gathedtal. Monks hewrd chaunting u 
Mass to Oed Charalois* A Memument in the badb qf 
the Stage, covered with black cioih* Charalois diS' 
, covered kneeling bt^ore it^ 

RoMONT enters through the Gates, and stands listening 

to the Chaunt. 

CHAUNT. 

Peace to his soul ! no spirit be near. 
But they who tend on the parting blest ? 

Peace to- his soul I and may angels bear 
.Him geirtly to his eternal rest I 
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Rom, My earnest blessings on the hero*8 soul 
Company yours to Heaven ! A soldier's and 
A friend s — I question, if the midnight mass 
Of cowled priest be sweeter in the ear 
Of mercy than the unpaid-for prayer of gratitade. 
My heart is lead : the nights— the very place. 
With all its dreary train of recollections. 
Presses its gloom upon me ; 'tis the last time 
I visit it. I could not leave Dijon 
Till I had paid my last and hearty tribute. 
At my old generars grave. Tis here he lies. 
I go with the first light, nor e'er again 
Shall meet with Charalois. My honour doth 
Forbid an after-friendship with the man. 
Who wronged me with unbrooltable reproach ; 
Yet shall I leave my wishes long behind 
For his good weal and safety. [Cuabai4>is groom* 

What was that? 
Methought, as I approached, I heard a cry 
Of one, that called for mercy ; but I deem il 
The coinage of my fancy. What art thoa 
That com'st upon me ?— Speak I 

[ChAsai.018 approackeg, 

Chara, Is It you, RomontI 

Rom, That is my name, sir» I did not expect 
To find another visitant within 
The precincts of the church-yard ; had I known 
I should have here encountered you, I had chosen 
Another time to pay my last respect 
Unto your honoured father. Fare yon well ! 

Cftatxi. Romont ! I charge thee do not use me so. 
I am conscious I have wronged thee. But to look on 

thee. 
Whom foolishly I have abused and injured. 
Is to my guilty soul more terrible 
Than any death th^i^dges can pronounce t 
Think on times pas f 

Rom, Gall them not b&ck ; they, show 

Inpatitude and cruel'st wrong ; they tell a tale 
Of one I lov*d through life, and e'en in death 
Would have defended, who in requital 
Reviled, and would have spumed me — ^meo and angels ! 
Bear witness for me, that 1 have endured 
Fromhin^--^ 

I would have told that man my secret sins, 
'Oainst oddsniunumbered would have«>what do I here 
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V\l search an unknown land, and there plant friend* 

ghip;— 
Out of my bosom ! 

Ckara, Oh, let me call thee friend :— • 
I am my own accuser, and confess 
AH yon can charge me with :->these knees, Romont, 
That have been ever stiff, except to Heaven, 
To you are bowed — I would not die, Romoni, 
With you my enemy. 

Rom. [if«tcfe.] How pity steals upon me I 
Rise, sir, that posture ill befits you : 
Although we meet no more (we cannot, sir) 
I go not hence your enemy. Live happy still. 
And with more vigilant eye watch o*er your honour. 

* Chafa, Romont ! 

Rom. Well, sir. 

• Ckara, Look here S 

{Spreads hU hand to him. 

Ram. There*s blood upon tny hand ! 

Chara, There is. 

Rom, [Clatping ie.] My friend ! 
I know not what has happened, but by Heaven 
I will not now desert thee : this conveys 
A hint of a high import. Let me again 
Shake this red hand, and with a soldier's grasps 
I ask no questions-—— 

Okara. It is done. 

The minutes I must number to my rest. 
As many will not see me, shall, though late. 
Redeem ^he slothful vices of my morning. 
Nor shall my sun of life go dimly down. 

Rom. Thou art redeemed* I feel, thou hast per- 
formed 
An action to challenge the appl^pt^ 
Of a full theatre of perfect men.' ^ 
What fs thy purpose further ? Our law is blood 
For blood ; unmitigable punishment. 
This is no time to talk, but do t-«A shameful end 
Or freedom : stand resolv*d for either, and 1 will 
Or save or perish with you. 

Chara, Stir not, firiend — 

Rom, There are lights I see, and some/ apprbaeh I 
Come, 
ril stand by thee here : thy hand is Ui ' 
A faithful one* 
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Bnier r. u. e. Rochfort, Beaumont, Charmi, and a 
Troop qf the Fri€n,dit qf Rochfort, with Torchen, 

Roch. Behold 1 
Already be forestalls our coraing-here ; 
Well, Gbanlois, what are the wise intents 
For Which, at thia strange hour of tJlie cold night, 
You call u9 here before you? Speak, my son. 

Chora. Sit you down, sir. 
Here, in this* place, wherein the dead r^ose ; 
And for a moment re- assume the office, 
Which you for thirty years did wisely fill. 
And bolily t'^you have a cause to try. 
That does require such an integrity 
Af yott have ever used — ^Take you your seat. 

[RocBFORT sits down upon a tomb^ near that qf 
Charalois' yotfcer. 

Roch, To what strange consequence does this induc- 
tion 
Serve for a prologue? 

Chara, Rochfort, you are a venerable man, 
Grown old in public service, and from me 
Have won a debt of' earnest thankfulness. 
The which I truly pay you. You did raise me 
Out of the lowest pit of poverty. 
And loaded me With wealth ; you did confer, 
The thing you valued most hi the wide world, 
Your only child, upon me. 

Roeh. Go on — ^Where would you leftd me ? 

Chara» Yet, consider, sir. 

There*s none but slaves will receive courtesies. 
When they must fetter us with our dishonours. 
I iii not stand engaged to buy my freedom, 
When my captivity was honourable, 
By making myself here, and fame hereafter. 
Bond-slaves to scorn, and to c^^uranious tongues. 
Determine then, sir,— 'if that thunk fulness, 
Choice form, with the whole world given for a dowry, 
Could strengthen so an honest man with patience, 
AS with a wUling neck to undergo 
The insupportable yoke of infamy t . . . 

Boch. To what^ sir, tends your speech ? ' You hate 
began 
With large recital of the benefits 
I have conferr'd upon you, and for w)flch 
I ask no copious phrase of gratitude. ' - 



Chara. Look here, sir ! 

[UrcHrt a paper from hii ^mmi. 
Here is the ^ottfeyttHQe of 
Your whole efUOe, and all yqur chattels to me ; 
Is It not so ? 

Roch. ttis. 

Chara, Behold then— thus 

I rend thp seal off ; and disperse, it thus, 
WidA as the winds will bear it. 

Rom. This is irtM done. lAMtde to CharalOts . 

Chara. RodDfori, my 99fd is grieveii for your good 
sake, 
When in the presence of your family 
And of youirself, I do accuse your daughter 
To haTe been a vile adultress. 

Roch. Hold there, Charalois I 

And as thyself didst to a father bear 
An unexampled reyercnee, in his name 
Wrong not my child to me. 

Chara, When I was married,-^ 
(For there I must begin) the young Novall 
Was to my wife» in way of our French courtship, 
A most devoted servant ; but yet aimed at 
Nothing but means to quench his lawless fires ; 
And when I was teld 

That to mine, honour he had pluin*d a ruin, 
With some uncoucleous lioeoce, by my friend. 
My approved friend, Romont, I gave no credit 
To the reporter, but reproved him for it. 
But after tbisi> contintting bis pursuit 
Hotter than ever, he at length jobtained it ; 
And even this very night Beaumelle consented 
To leave Dijon with him. 

Roeh, What proof of this*-*— 

Chara. Mino eyes, and here's a witness shall 
confirm 
My accuiatioQ too. 

Beau. I do, my lord. 

Roeh. Whatd0 I hear t— >Beaumont, thou art my 
friend. 
And ere thou say'st adultress o*er again. 
Her life depending on it, be most sure 
She is one. 

Chara, Sir, his senses will avouch it, 
I know no pvooif boyond it. 

Roch. Heaven take mercy 



Upon her bouI, then I 

BMameUe^ my daughter, la whom I had hoarded 

AH my best hopes, hath cast on my old head 

The ashes of opprobrium, and mil bring these wfaita 

hairs 
Down to the grave with sorrow. — She must die. 
And therefore*— —• 

Chara. Stay, just judge: may not what's 

lost 
By her one fault, for I am charitable. 
And charge her not with many, be repaired 
In her fair life hereafter ? 

Baeh, Never, sir ; 

The wrong that*s done to tlie chaste married bed, 
Rapentant tears can neyer expiate ; « 

And be assured, to pardon such a sin 
Is an offence as great as to commit it. 

C^ara. I must not then forgive her. 

f^h. Nor she hope it ; 

She f hall not think to live ; 
She must not live, and if no hand but mine 
Would strike the blow— myself would do it* 

Ckttra. Then- 

Behold what is he ra ■ 

[Taket off the biadc eMhfrom ike grave qfhUfa* 
ther, Bniu UKiiLB dUtavered dead upon it, 

Ro$k^ [Starting up A Almighty Heaven, my child I— 

Amu, ft is a spectacle interprets nobly 
The symbol, that thy hand was steepM withal. 
Now, by thy father's memory, thou could'st not 
HuTe offered him a higher sacrifice. 
And his great spirit does rejoice to ^ee 
The fearnil immolation. 

Roeh, Oh, my child! 

' Jtom. Why stare you, sirs, amasM, as 'twere a crime 
You were spectators to ? He hath but given 
To blind and slow«pac*d justice wings and dyes 
To seek and overtake impieties. 
Which from a cold proceeding had received 
Indulgence, or protection. 

Roek, BeaumeUe, my dear child 1 and is she dead 
then? 

Chara. Yes, sir, this is her heart-blood. 

Rodk. You have kill'd her? 

Chora, I should have done it by your doom* 

Hoeh. I spoke it as a judge only :^ 
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As ft friend to Justice, 
I broke all ties of nature^ and eut off 
The love and soft affection of a parent ; 
1 looked on you as a wronged hnsluind, but 
Yoa closed yonr eyes against me as a father. 
Beaumelle! my daughter! 

Jlo9». Now by all my love of Charalolt and honour, 
I lament 
That roTerend old man*s fortune. 

Hoeh, Why did you take me 
With such a stratagem f. 

Beak. Pray yon remember 

To use the temper, which to me you promised 

Roeh. Angels themselves must break, Beaumont. 
'"* that promise 

Beyond the strength and patience of angels I 
But I have done — I pray you pardon me, 
A weak old man. And pray you, add to that 
A miserable father. — Can you then blame me 
If I foriget to suffer like a man, 
Or, rather^act the woman ! 

Chara. Honoured Rochfort, before 
I laid your daughter on that silent stone, 
Where rests my buried father, I did give her 
Occasion for repentance ; — ^I called up , 
The memory of virtue in her heart. 
And, as the tears at last began to gush, 
In tibe security, that she should find 
Beyond the limits of mortality 
That,.which I could not grant her^I did strike 
The pogniard to her heart, and with a prayer 
As earnest as thine own, do I implore 
Rest tp her sinful spirit. Ha ! who comes I 

Bom* There is a flare of torches. 

[No/fe qf voices mUhotsi, 
'• This way ; this way." 

Chara* I am prepared, 

_ • 

BnUr Old Noyall and Guards^ R. o. s« 

Old N. Behold the villain here ! 
Where is my son, thou fierce and bloody wolf t 
Where is my son ? 

Chara. I slew him ! I have sluiced 
1* he veins, that did contain his wanton b1oo<}t 
When his hot pride dared draw him to disgrace me« 
And brana my noble actions with his lust, 

rd 



64 l*fl8 9AVAL >OWttlr. [A€f T, 

To law, to country, I threw off aUefftaneey 
(I know my life is forfeit) and stood forward 
In mine own justice to aTenge the wrong I 

Old N. Oh, nloDster ! 
Lay hold of him, and instant to the rack 
Let him be dragged ! 

Rom. The rack ! False, hoary villain I 
Darest speak of it ? The rack 1 by all the fires, 
To which he did commend the lechetroas predoct - 
Of your withered loins, before you touch 
A single hair of his, I'll hew your piecemeal. 
And tear your joints asunder ! What ! the rack { 
He would not lie upon the couch of shame, ;' 

Heaped up with down and luxury— do you think 
To lay him on the infamous bed of ateel^ 
Stretched jiike a common malefactor ? 
Back, slaves ! or thtts, like a destroying fire, 
I rush upon and blast you I 

Chara\ Stay, Romont ! 
Thou shalt not, for my sake, be periled : stay I 
Not for the life, that I am weary of, ; 

Shall you invite a harm unto ray friend ; ' 
I, who dare kill, am not afraid to die. 

Charmit, You have confessM the fact ; 
And, as a subject to the laws of Burgundy^ 
No plea in mitigation can relieve you 
(Being convict by a just form of law) 
From the municipal statutes of this realm ; 
But as a common blood-sbedder, being gidlty. 
Must suffer for it. 

Rom, The injuries he sustained, although he's .gone 
Beyond the letter of the law, must yet acquit him. 
Read, sir, [T<i Old NovA&LJyou know the charactef. 
And you v 

Shall find with what vehemency your son 
Did urge Beaumelle— t>how he won her promise^— 

Old N, Why bring you not the rack fortii ? . 
Wherefore stands the murderer unbound t 

Rom. Bonds ! rack, and bonds ! Oh, Chaiulois, my 
friend, 
- Is there no way ? Thou butcher of the law, 

[To Old Noval». 
Thou sanctified assassin 1 would*st thou dare 
Coerce those arms, trenched o*er with honoured scars. 
To keep thine own from chains ? 
Since to .die, Charaloia, Is the wontp 
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Bare we our naked breasts to their keen swords . 
And sell our lives to advantage. 

Chara, Friend, forbear I 

What have I left worthy the wish to live for I 

Yet I'll not fall ignobly 

Lord Rochfort and Novall, and you, that here 

Stand the spectators of this tragic act. 

This is my father's sword — ^I slew with it 

The man that wronged me, and 'tis red besides 

With the warm blood of one that well I loved. 

Behold the last good office, that it e'er 

Shall render unto Charalois. \^Stabs hinu€{f 

Rom, Oh! Charalois! 

Chara. Mourn not for me, Romont, receive 
The only legacy I can bequeath; this sword ; 
Wear it in memory of the man you loved, 
And sometimes think on the unhappy Charalois. [Diei^ 

Rom, He is dead. 

These tears, that I was never given to shed. 
Flow from me like a woman's. — I have now 
No task left to fulfil except — to earth 
Resign thee with a fitting epitaph, 
That shall record thy virtue and my friendship 
Oh ! Charalois, in that the world esteems 
A precious gift from fortune, — in the wealth 
And beauty of thy bride, didst thou receive 
To thee and to thy friend A Fatal Dowrt. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.— TAe oui^ide qf Sir Wiffred Wayward' • 
fiouge^ R. CJ. E.— fAtf Stage represents a portion qf 
the Park, with its fence and gate c. On the li^'t 
hand a Tree, with a rustic seat beneath it, 

. Walter comes from the House ^followed by the Porter ^ 
who has a horn slvng by his side, 

Walt. Come, my old boy, pat your lungs in requisi- 
tion, and give the signal for the tenants to assemble. 
[ The Porter sounds his horn,] Ha ! ha ! ha ! Egad, 
Porter, you're as great a man, in your way, as the 
Seneschal himself; for a single breath of yours can 
set the whole Tillage in an uproar. — Here they come. 

Enter Grrvais and Stephen, from l. u. e. through 
Gate in c, followed by a number of other Peasants, 

Grrv, Well, Mr. Walter, what news ? 

Walt, You shall know, presently s but, as it equall 
concerns every one of you, let me have you all in 
circle, and then once telling will su£Eice. 

Peas, Ayfe, aye, aye. 

[They form a circle round Walter. 

Walt, You must know, theu, that your landlord, 
and my master — Sir Wilfred Wayward-^the most 
wealthy knight of the whole barony, is going to be 
married to Lady Matilda, the daughter of the rich and 
powerful Lord Derwent, baron of the domain. The 
bride and her illustrious father are to arrive here thi^ 
evening, and his honour intends to give them the most 
brilliant reception his estate can afford : so away with 
you all — set. the village bells a ringing, and put on 
your holiday suits. Then come into the park, and, 
wait in the shriibbery until I call you. 
- Gerv, Well, but Mr. Walter, will you do me a Httle 
favor? 

Walt, I don*t know. Pray, what is it? 
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Gerv, Why, as Sir Wilfred don't seem to be very 
fond of showing himself, we scarcely know any thing 
about him. Now, as yoa've li ved with him a long time — 
Walt, You wish me to give you a description of him. 
Gerv, If you please. 

Walt, With all my heart : but, as it would occupy 
too much time to enumerate all his peculiarities, 1*11 
merely tell you the most striking one. ( Advancing to 
him, and speaking emphatically). He is very generous 
to those who serve him faithfully ; but there are two 
descriptions of persons to whom he has a mortal hatred. 
Gerv, Indeed I What sorts may they be ? 
WalL Inquisitive tenants, and talkative servants. — 
Good morning. \^Exit Walt, into house, r. u. e. 

Bttph, Ha I ha ! ha ! I think you've gotten your 
answer. 

Gerv, Yes : like master like man. There's no get- 
ting any thing out of him : but, between you and I, 
they tell some queer stories about this landlord of ours. 
. Steph, Aye. I remember about twenty years ago, 
just^after fold house was burnt, and his younger brother 
perished i'the flames. Sir Wilfred suddenly disappeared ; 
and some folk were ill-naturtd enough to say he took 
all the money he could lay his hands on. 

Gerv, Why, bless you, if you were to hear Master 
Flail, and some other old men of the village, talk about 
him, it would make your hair stand on end. They say 
he's been a common soldier, and a deserter. 

Steph. Why, do they, though? 

Gerv, Pooh, man, that's a trifle. If we're to believe 
all they say, he's been a pirate. 

Steph. PinXe I What's that? 

Gerv, Why, a sort of sea highwayman, that thinks 
no more of cutting people's throats, than you or I do of 
sticking a sucking-pig. 

A Peas, Hush, neighbour Gervais ! Remember whom 
you're talking about. Suppose it should come to his 
ears 

Gerv, And what care I if it did. If all the tales they 
tell of him be true, I would not give two-pence for his 
favor : and if they be lies, I wasn't the inventor of *em. 
You may do as yon please ; but I'll be hanged if I go 
kicking up my heels for his amusement, till I know a 
little more about him. 

The Peas. Oh, very well. If you choose to cheat 
hi^rself of a merry holiday, and plenty of good cheer, 
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that's yb or basiness: we know better. Come aloog^, 
neighbours. 

(Exeunt (dl'but Gerv: L/u.e« through gaU in c.—As the 
• l-'easanfi;gQ off, an old ^dier enters ^he Qaie^from r. 

u. B. throws hinaelf upon the seat under the Tree, and 

lays his haversack and jstiek beside him. 

Old S. I don*t often knock up on a march ; but deuce 
take Die if I can go another step without rest. This 
tree and seat will afford me a capital halting place 
for half an hour, before I go down to the village. [To 
GkrvJ — ^Prayj friend, can you give me any informa- 
tion concerning a person hereabout, known by the name 
of Shock? 

Gerv, What ! Shock the orphan Shepherd ? 

Old S. Very likely. 

Gerv. [AsUle,y^yfh»X the deuce can he want with 
that poor creature, whom nobody knows any thing 
about! — {To Sold.]— Are you acquainted with him, 
friend ? 

Old S. Not intimately. Can you tell me where I may 
find him 7 

Gerv, Why, that's not so easy a matter. Most 
likely upon some bank in the valley, either sleeping or 
crying. 

OldS, [Eagerltf,'\ Crying I What has happened to him? 

Gerv, Only what happens about once a week. 'Two 
or three of his master s sheep have been drowned in 
the river.. 

Old S, Pray tell me — ^what sort of person is he ? 

Gerv, A poor, half-starved fellow, that nobody 
knows any thing about, except that he was brought 
here by an old woman., who said she picked him up 
(when a child), wjindering upon the highway. 

Old S. Unhappy boy I 

Gei'v, When he arrived at our village, he was a well- 
grown lad, with a pi^ir of rosy cheeks, and hair so 
bright and curly, that the farmer who first employed 
htm said it reminded him of a shock of wheat ; and so 
(as he had no name of his own) he has gone by that of 
** Shock*' ever since. 

Old S, Is he sober and honest ? 

Gerv, Why, as to sobriety^ the spring's his cellar, 
for I dare say he scarcely ever drank any thing stronger 
than water in his life. His hut, near the river yonder, 
is the most hospitable in the whole valley ; for it don't 
even refuse admission to the wind and rain ; and Pro- 
vidence don't send him much else to comfort him, for he's 
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sometimes without a morsel of bread to share with his 
wife and child. 

Old S, Ghradous Heaven 1 has he a wife and child ? 

Gerv. Yes. He iparried Alice Pinfold, an orphan, 
lilte himself. She is far his superior in mind and man- 
ner ; but, in point of poverty, the match was equal 
enough. 

Old S. Thanic you, friend. 

Gerv. You*re very welcome. [Going. 

Old S. One word more. I hare a message to <me Sir 
Wilfred Wajrward, of this place. Do you happen to 
know such a person ? 

Gerv. Yes. [Poiniing.'i This is his parlt. 

Old S. Pray, is he— 

Gerv. Stop, my friend. The man we've been tally- 
ing about is a poor devil, without a relation or a groat 
in the world--Dut Sir Wilfred Wayward is a man of 
consequence, and it might not be quite so safe to gos- 
sip about him with a stranger — so 1 wish you good day. 

[Exit Obrv. 

Old S. [Solus.'] Oh, ho 1 he's afraid of committing 
himself : and no wonder, with such a character as Sir 
Wilfred. Well — I've experienced some strange adven- 
tures in my life, but this promises to be the most 
extraordinary of all. 'Tis an odd coincidence I I have 
two commissions to execute : one to almost the rich- 
est, and the other to qidte the poorest person in the 
whole barony. Heaven only Itnows how they will end 1 
However I am resolved not to flinch from the duty I 
have undertaken. 
[A Jloek qf &teeppau tiUmly aerou the StagCffrom l. to 

fi, followed bif SuocKjwUhhis Crook in hiskand^kiM 

Pipe slung on one side, and an empty Wallet and 

Leather Bottle on the other. He is without a Hat^ and 

has long^ light, eurly Hair. His dress is exceedingly 

coarse and ragged : he enters through gate in c. 

Shock, Poor dumb creatures ! This is t* last time 
I shall ever drive ye up to t*fold.— And the poor kind 
things look as if they know'd it, and wur sorry to lose 
me. [He sobs,'] Weel ! — ^it will be all t*same to 
them ! — They'll get sumbody else to lead'em out and 
watch*em. — ^But what's to become o'me--and my poor 
wife — and my bairn 7 

[He weeps and leans upon his crook, l. 

Old 8. [Rising^ and taking his havresack and stick.] 
Well : 1*11 stay no longer. I feel a little refreshed 
now, [Crosses to R.]and I'll e'en trudge on %o^[He turn 
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mdpereeweg Shock.] — Ha I who have we here 1 That 
dmple air j — ^Crook ! — rags and tear&! — It sorely most 
be himself. \^CaUs,'\ Shock I 

Shock* IStarHng,] Who calls me ? 

QI4 S. A friend. 

Shock. You mim be takkin me for sum other body. 
Poor Shock has ne*er a friend. 

Old S. Yes : you have one true friend. I ! who 
(though unknown to you) am anxious to do you service. 

Shock. [^Brightening,'] Can*st gi' me a flock to tend ? 

Old S, No. In me you see one as poor as yourself. 

Shock. Do I?— [JTiWi/eeMwsr.]— What!— Hast .got- 
ten a wife and child starving wi' hunger?— an empty 
satchel, and na brass i'thy pocket ? 

Old 8, No, not quite so bad as that. [4ff€cted» 

. Shock. Then thou*rt not so poor as Shock. IVe just 
been turnM out o' my place— had all my wages stopt 
because sum oV flock fell into t*river— [Soidifigf]— 
. and been refused a bit of broken victuals to carry 
home wi* me. — But mayhap you could speak a good> 
word for me to Mr. Walter — he can do ought wi* Sir 
Wafred. 

Old S. Sir Wilfred I— What '—Have you been in his 
service ? You shall have your place again, I promise you. 

Stock, Shall I? Heaven bless you I — [4ffefAed.^ — 
You*re Vfirst man as ever show'd me kindness— mid I 
known't why you should neither ; for you never seed 
me afore. 

Old S, No : but I've often heard you spoken of. 
Have you no recollection of your parents ? 

Shock. Oh, no, no,^Mff balm, poor as it is, is 
richer nor ever his feyther wur for that matter. 

Old S. Have you always been so unhappy ? 

Shock, No— not quite' always.-— [ IFtA vivaciiy.'] — 
The day when I first met Alice— and the day we wur 
wed — and the day t*young un wur bom — tho* it was a 
u)p o' a* truss o* straw— they wur days o* joy and 
h&ipmness.— [Saddening,'] — But they wur all. — ^They 
say Its my own fau*t I'm so unlucky — but I don*t believe 
it, not I. — I think it*s a sort of witchery like. 

Old S. You may become rich sooner than you expect. 
— Do you think you could make a good use of money if 
you had it? 

Shock. Yes.— I'd give it all to ony body as would fill 
my wallet wi' bread. — But here's sumbody coming up 
to t'Bouse— I mun be going. 

Old S. Stay with me. 
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Siboflr. Weil, but remember— t*flock*8 a wii tin f6r 
ne. I man go and put Dm into t*fold. Where shall I 
find yon when I cam back ? 

Old S, [Pressing 8hock*s hand,^ On the skirt of the 
wood, at the foot of the hill. 

Shock, 1*11 cukn.^And, whether I g^t t'place or no, 
I shall always think o' your kindness— and I'll pray for 
you—and Alice nhall pray for you — and Til larn t*bairn 
to pray for you. 

Old 8, Thanks, thanks. — Don*t fail to meet me. 

Shock, You may be sure o*me. — {WUh emphasit,'] 
—My friend :— [ Wiping hit eye*.] -It'iB t'first time i'ray 
life I ever callM ony body by that name — and— it almost 
chokes me wi* joy. [Exit Shock, gate in c 

Old 8, [Solus.] Poor fellow !— His is, indeed, a piti 
able case ; but, thank Heaven i I possess the means o 
raising him from indigence, and convincing him that 
he Is not, as he imagines himself, without a relative 
in the world.— But first to my business with Sir Wil- 
fred Wayward. — ^That affair is of the greatest conse- 
quence, and demands my immediate care. 1*11 retire 
into the 'shrubbery, and watch for an opportunity to 
accoathira. [BxU, 

Enter yf^LT in Jrom House^ n, v»E, 

Walt. [Looking out at the irtii^.] Oh ! cnrse these 
clod-hopping louts !— not one of them in sight yet. 

Sir Wilfrbd comes from the House, r. u. b. 

Sir W, Well, Walter, have you executed my orders ? 

Walt. Yes, your honour. The tenants were not 
quite so promf^t as I co:.ld have wish'd ^ but I fiave 
every hope that all will go right. 

Sir W, At length, Walter, I am within one step of 
the summit of my wishes. 

Walt, I give your honour joy of your success. 

Sir W. You see what a devoted lover can achieve^ 
when aided by courage and perseverance. 

Walt, It was only the other day that his lordship, 
the baron, would neither see yon, nor hear you spoken 
well of. 

• Sir W, True. My father, who was honored with 
the intimate friendship of this lord, was so irritated 
by my flight, that he exaggerated all the errors of my 
youth* 

Walt, Aye, sir, you are more indebted to firtun^ 
than to your father ; for, if it had not been for your 
brother's losing his life irr- 
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Sir W, Walter 1 I have before desired you never 
to mention him in my presence. — Don*t Let me have oc- 
casion to repeat the caution. 

Wait, I beg your honor's pardon. 

Sir fV. See ! his lordship and lady Matilda approach. 
—Run and prepare the actors for our farce. 

[£jn< Walter through GaU fit o. 

Bnter Lord Dbrwbnt, Lady Matilda, and suite. 

Sir fV, Welcome, my gracious lord ! Welcome, lady 
Matilda, to the desolate spot, which only required the 
magic of your presence to convert it into an eiysium. — 

[Lady M. curtsies very low. 

Lvrd D, Thanks, my dear Sir Wilfred. So high a 
compliment merits a low obeisance. We shall take 
rather an abrupt advantage of your welcome, for Ma- 
tilda has a favor to ask of you 

Sir W, Favor I I trust Lady Matilda does me the 
honor to believe that, independent of my allegiance, 
her remotest wishes are, tome, the most grateful of 
^oomiands. 

Lady M, In the little promenade which we have Just 
made, I have observed some objects who have deeply 
.excited my compassion ; and my suit is, that you will 
permit me to afford them some consolation and relief. 

Sir W, Do, amiable Matilda ! diffuse joy and con- 
tentment around you ; and let me have the triumph of 
always hearing your name pronounced with Its natural 
accompaniment — a benediction. 

Lady M. There is one family, in particular, whose 
exigencies demand immediate attention. 

Lord D. ^Though not entirely unused to scenes of 
distress, I never before witnessed such utter destitu- 
tion. 

Sir W, Truce, my good lord ! I have indeed been 
too negligent of my poor dependents — ^but here is my 
apology. — {Taking Lady M.'s hand,] My heart has 
been so entirely occupied by this one adored object, 
that no space was left for other cares. 

Lord D, Pardon me, my friend, if I say that the ex- 
cuse is more gallant than benevolent. If the violence 
of your love takes away your appetite, His no reason 
that your tenants should be without a dinner. 

Lady JIf.— [To Sir W.]— The only persons we saw 
of the family, were a woman and child. I asked who 
was ner husband ? She replied ** the Orphan Shop-' 

B 
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herd;** and that they awaited his return with the bare 
hope of a morsel of food. I had no money to bestow 
upon them, having exhausted his lordship^s purse in 
previous acts of charity. I will visit them again to^ 
morrow ; but, in the meantime — 

Sir W, I will give directions that their immediate 
wants shall be attended to ; and, in the morniog, we 
will visit them together. 

Lard D. [Looking around.'\ Ah, my friend ! the 
contemplation of this spot conjures up in my mind a 
mingled feeling, at once gratifying and painful. — How- 
many times have your worthy father and myself wan- 
dered in friendly converse over these scenes ! and how 
many times have I seen him writhe beneath the con- 
flicting passions of despair and hope, while he recounted 
the particulars of the dreadful conflagration which rob- 
bed him of a son ! 

Lady M, [To Sib W.] Was it on this spot, then, that 
you lost your brother ? 

Sir W, [Gloomilif,] Yes. 

Lady M. Without the possibility of affording him g 
chance of rescue ? 

Sfr W. [As b^fore.l Yes. 

Lord D. The intensity of the combustion was such, 
that no trace of the child could be found in the ruins. 
This circumstance gave birth to a vague hope in your 
father *s mind, that his son survived, and so fondly did 
he oherish the chimera, that, when on his death-bed, 
he made his will in the boy's favour, in the event of 
his re-apearance. 

Sir W. My lord, I respect his last behest, and only 
deem myself the depositary of his wealth, which I will 
joyfully resign, should it ever please Heaven to restore 
to us the object of his bounty. 

Lord D, — [Taking Sir "Wilfred*s hand.] — My 
dear Wayward, I rejoice to hear you utter so laudable 
a sentiment.— My mind was strongly prejudiced against 
you ; but the more I see of you, the more worthy I find 
you of the honor which 1 am about to confer upon 
you. [Sprightly music is heard without, 

Hal what music is that? — [Looking oti^.]— Hey day ! 
what, a fSte f 

Enter Yi j^i^TEn through Gale in c. 

WaU,^[To Sir W.]~Please your honor, your good 
tenants, anxious to show their affection and respect 
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have assembled to celebrate yoar'approaehinffhappiness, 
and hope you'll condescend to recei? e the humble tri- 
bute of their attentions. 

Sir W, Lady Matilda, will you design to accept their 
homage ? 
Lady M. With heartfelt pleasure. 
[Sir Wilfred leads Ladt Matilda to a seat^ and 
places her between Lord Derwent and himse(f, 
A number qf peasants [some being habited as Shep' 
herds and Shepherdesses^'] enter through gate in c, 
from R. u. B. and make obeisance to the lady and 
gentleman^ strewing some Jlowers at their feet; 
Then advance, and perform a figure dance; 
during which the Old Soldier enters^ l. and 
remains on unobserved. At the conclusion of 
the dance. Sir Wilfred and Ladt Matilda rise. 
Sir W. Walter, I confide to you the task of enter- 
taining these good people. Take care that they want 
for nothing. 

Walt, I will, your honour. [Aside to Peas.] Why 
don't you cheer, and be curst to ye ? 

[A few qf the Peasants cry ** Huzza t Huzza I 

Long life to Sir Wilfred.** Then exeunt through 

Gate in o, followed by Walter. 

Sir FT. — [PoinUna to the house.]-^l have a poor 

repast prepared, my lord.—- If you and Lady Matilda are 

now disposed to honor it. 

Lord D, With all my heart. — I am quite prepared to 
do justice toyour hospitality.' 

[As Sir Wilfred is about to offer his hand to con- 
duct Ladt Matilda, the Old Soldier glides 
behind him and speaks to him in a low voice. 
Old S, Sir Wilfred, I have a message for you. 
Sir W, Bye and bye, good fellow ; at present I am 
engaged. 

Old S.'-'[Mysteriously.]^*TiB from Baldoc— 
Sir W.^[Tuming hastily.]— From Baldoct 
Old S. — [Asbtfore.] — ^And demands instant attention. 
Sir W. Hush ! — ^Retire, and await me in the shrub- 
bery. 
[Sir Wilfred, in extreme agUation, takes the hand 
of Ladt Matilda ; and (accompanied by Lord 
Derwent, leads her intotke house^ r. u. e. keep' 
ing his eyes fixed upon the Old Soldier, who goes 
slowly off at the wing, l. 
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SCENE \U'-A Shrubbery, 

Enter the Old Soldier, l. 

Old S.— [So/tt«.] — I have the best security in the 
world that he will keep his -word with me ; for Ms ap- 

Srehension will compel him. I scarcely dare hope that 
e will yield to my entreaties. — ^However, my resolu- 
tion is fixed ; and be the consequence what it may, I 
will not — Ha ! he comes. 

Enter Sir Wilfred, at the baeky l. s. b. 

[He cautiously examines every avenue, to aMture 
himself that he is unobserved. — Then comes forward 
and sullenly addresses the Old Soldier.] 

Sir IV, Well— what request have you to communicate 
from Baldoc ? 

Old S, For himself nothing.— He Is dead. 

Sir W. — \_As {f relieved from violetU apprehension,'^ 
—Ha ! — what then is your errand ? 

Old S, To give you an account of the last moments 
of that guilty man. 

Sir W, Guilty ! Who has charged him with— 

Old S. Himself !—K>n the bed of death, which is no 
time for falsehood, he made a written declaration that, 
on a certain day some twenty years ago, taking advan- 
tage of a dreadful fire on this very estate, he carried off 
a child, about three years of age, the second son of the 
lateSir Wilfred Wayward, and conveyed him ioto the 
forest to assassinate him.— [ffe looks steadfastly in Sir 
WiLFRED's/acc.]-Can you give any guess who the 
person was, whom he pointed out as his employer? 

Sir W, Eternal powers ! 

Old S, yov.— He accuses you of being the murderer 
of your brother. 

Sir W, Infatuated wretch !^And this written impeach- 
ment — » 

Old 8. Is in my possession— with some other important 
documents. 

Sir W, [Taking the Soldier's Aand.] Follow me, 
my good friend. Place those papers in my hands, and 
you shall find my liberality commensurate with the im- 
portance of your service. • 

Old S, No, Sir Wilfred :— I hope to do you a still 
greater favour. — ^To relieve your soul from the pressure 
of remorse, and to restore your brother to your arms. 
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Sir W. My brother!— But no— 'tis impossible.— I 
have proofs which— 

Old 8* Do not deceive yourself. Sir Wilfred. — Bal- 
doc*8 testimonial is supported by infallible proofs ; and, 
if remonstrance 'Will not avail, the strong arm of justice 
shall wrest from you what you so wrongfully withhold. 
— ^To me the victim of your avarice stands in the rela- 
tionship of an oppressed fellow-creature. I know his 
retreat— I am also acquainted with his wrongs, and I 
have sworn to redress them. Yet I would do it by 
gentle means. — ^Let me beseech you, then, to relent. — 
Open your heart to contrition.— Recall your brother to 
your embrace, and share with him your immense pos- 
sessions. — Do this ; and, be Heaven my witness, the 
whole world— 

Sir W, The whole world I 

' Old S, Yes — ^the whole world — even your brother 
himself, shall remain in utter ignorance of your partici- 
pation in the crime of Baldoc. 

Sir W. Ha!— My brother then has not been wade 
acquainted with the secret of his birth ? 

Old S. No. / only, besides yourself, possess that 
knowledge. 

Sir W. You only. [He looks around,} Then hear 
me. — ^My father (haunted by a suspicion that my bro- 
ther might still survive) constituted him, by will, his 
sole heir. — Should my brother re-appear, ray ruin is 
sealed. — Let him then remain uninformed of his origin. 
— Let me know his abode, and the name he bears, and 
I will place him far above the reach of want. — And, for 
yourself, you shall fix the price of your silence. 

Old S. Your brother must be recognised. 

Sir W, [ With vehemence,'] Never ! 

Old 8 [Going,'] Then I know what course to pur- 
sue. 

Sir W, What would you do ? 

Old 8, My duty. — I have but a few years to live, 
and I would freely resign them to see the poor youth 
in possession of his right. 

Sir W„ [Springing upon the Soldier, and seizing 
him by the eoUar,] Wretch ! — If you dare to move one 
step in furtherance of your design. — [Relaxing and 
quitting his hold,"] But no, no — tempt me not to acts 
of desperation, but yield to my prayer, and be an 
equal sharer in- my wealth. 

Old S, I am neither to be scared by threats nor 

B 2 
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It 

moved by entreaties. Danger never yet detek%ed me from 
the performance of my duty, nor shall it now.' 

Sir W, For heaven and pity's saice, suspend bu^.your 
intention antil — 

Old S. Sir, I well know the conflict which a mind 
like yours must undergo before it can perform such an 
act as I have dictated — [Crosses to l.] I will therefore 
allow you scope for reflection : to-morrow morning the 
papers proving your brother's existence shall be laid 
beforehis lordship the baron; if you then instantly 
admit his claim, your guilt shall be suppressed ; but 
one moment of resistance proclaims you to the world a 
fatricide. [ExUhcuitUy^ l. 

Sir tV, [Solus^ in extreme agitation,'] He's gone, 
and I am lost !— His menace realized, life is not worth 
a thought. Yet shall 1 tamely bear to be stript of my 
hard earned gold, torn from my promised bride, and 
branded with the name of villain ?— By hell and venge- 
ance, no !— One way remains, and that shall be essay- 
ed—Walter, arm, and follow me ! 

[Exeunt Sir Wilfred by the front h, entrance^ 
and Walter by the l. back.} 

SCENE ni.— TAc inside qf a Cottage^ without fur- 
Rt'fwre— Thadt discovered ^ solus ^ with a book 
in his hand. He lays downthe book, and comes 
forward, 

Thady. Heigh ho! I wish father would return, for 
I'm quite tired of being alone— I'm as melancholy as a 
new caught bird in a cage, and I'm sure I never see one 
without longings to set it at liberty. 

SONG.— Thady. 

When opening flowers proclaim the spring, 
And tuneful birds a welcome sing. 
O'er sylvan scenes I lore to rove, 
And hear the concert of the grove ; 
For as the feather'd songsters meet 
They seem to say, f" how charming sweet 

Are wings and liberty !'* 
^ut when imprison'd in a cage 
I see the captive warbler rage. 
My bosom burns to break the wire, 
And let hlmjoin his native choir ; 
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For, ffr^ach note which meets my ear, 
Methinks these plaintive words I^hear, 
^ ** Oh g-ive me liberty !" 

Enter Roonbt O^Ghisbl through r. d. 

Roonejf. Thady, jewel, come to my arms, and give 
|me joy of my promotion. [He embraees Tbadt.] 
j*TisQ*t long since myself got out of limbo, and now 
|I*m going to keep other poor devils in it—Pve seen 
his honoar, the seneschal, and he*s given me a com- 
mission. 

I Thadjf. A commission ! 

' Roonev, Troth, lie did that same ; the gaoler of the 
barony died yesterday, and I'm after popping into his 
shoes. I*m to go directly up to the prison beyont, to 
take charge of the big bundle of keys ; but I'm thinking 
1*11 not be so cute at guarding the doors of a gaol as 1 
was at making them. , 

Thadjf. The seneschal has always been very kind 
to us. 

Roamey, *Deed he has : — when I came over from Ire- 
land, (bad luck to the day !) I brought a letter to hire 
from a lady of my acquaintance, 
Thady, A lady^ father ? 

Rooney. Yes ; a landlady of the Bull atid Shamrock, 
in KinsaVe^Oh, then, a cashlee ! she little thii^ks what 
a cross-grained job her friend's giving me now : well, 
I hope ril get no prisoners in it, as I was, for the crime 
of unavoidable misfortune, or Til be letting them get 
o' the wrong side of the bars, in spite o* my teeth. 
Thady. I hope not, father. 

Rooney, Let me only have to dale wid blackguards, 
and devil a taste of tinderness will they get from Rooney 
0*Chisel— they'll find me ashardaijid as rough as a bag 
o' nails. 

Enter ike Old Soldier, r, d* 

Old S. [As he enters.'] I'll e*en throw myself upon 
the protection of this stranger. [To Rooney.] My 
good friend, I am pursued, and have taken advantage 
of your open door : will you conceal me ? 

Rooney, [Aside.] By the powers, now, that's a mighty 
cool question to ax of a gaoler \ [To the Soldier."^ 
Sure you wouldn't think me too curish if I'd like U 
know what you've been doing, first. 

Old S, There's no time for explanation. Tm ar 
innocent man beset by villains. 
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Rooney. By my soul, then, I suppose I must take 
your bare word for it. 

Old S, Will you give me an asylum ? 
Rooftey, No ; I can*t do that, because I'm just going 
out of it; but I'll tell you what 1*11 give you — 1*11 give 
you a hint. — My cabin has got a back door to it, and it 
opens into the wood. [Thadt opens the door in c. and 
remains outside.'] So, away wid you, honey, and take 
care you don*t pay me a vis\t at the house Vm going to, 
for devil's' cure to the open door you*ll find there but 
what*s double-locked. 

Old S. [Aside.'] What shall I do ? If I should fail 
to reach the spot in safety, poor Shock will be left de- 
stitute. [To RooNEY.] 1 would give all I am worth in 
the world at this moment, to know whether you are a 
man of honour. 

Rooney. Would you? See that, now — Arrah, clap 
your eyes upon the face o* me— if you think Vm honest, 
don*t be afraid to spake out — and if you see any thing 
yoa mislike about it, why keep it to yourself, vour- 
neen. 

Old S. I am engaged in the cause of humanity, and 
necessity compels me to entrust you with a secret. 

Rooney. In the cause of humanity! — Musha, then 
yourself has the key to my heart, and you may lock up 
just what you will in it, till you want it back. 
Old S. Will you swe^r to preserve It inviolable ? 
Rooney. Is it swear 7 — ^Troth, then, 1*11 do no such 
thing; lEn^hatically] but by the holy crook of St. 
Patrick, the man that would get it out o* me — 

Old S. Enough. — ^Now hear me. — In the trunk of the 
blighted willow, which overhangs the torrent in the 
wood, hard by, there is hidden a considerable trea- 
sure. Should I arrive there in safety, your assistanre 
will not be required. But if any thing should befall 
me, be you my executor, and deliver that property into 
the hands of the person to whom it belongs. *Tis 
Shock, the orphan Shepherd — farewell I 

[Exit Old Soldier: and enter Thady, d. in c. 
Rooney, *Pon my conscience, I*m not the only one 
that's in good luck to-day. Shock, the orphant Shep- 
herd ! and who the devirs he ? Sure the man doesn't 
think I know every mutton driver in the — [Enter 
Walter, r. d.] — Hollo ! another ! — 

Walt. [Ande.] I could almost swear, that at a 
distance I saw him enter this cottage. [To Room by.] 
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Pray, my fri^d, bftve you seen an old soldier pass this 
way? 

JRooney. Oh ! many*s the one, ould and young too. 

Watt, But within these few minutes ? 

Roaney. What if 1 did ? 

Walt Only inform me which way he went, and this 
purse [Cffering a pwrse] shall reward your intelli- 
gence. 

Boomey, 1*11 tell you what, sir ; I*m after being 
*pinted. keeper of the goal, and I intend to drink double 
doses of brandy to fit my heart for its n^w calling ; 
but if I'd buy any wid such dirty-got money, l*d be 
afraid of its choking me. 

WoU* 1 fancy there are not many people of your class 
BO squeamish. 

Rooney, My class, is it ? Botheration, man : when 
the divil comes abroad in search of a big rogue, do you 
think he stops to look whether his coat's made of plain 
fustian, or Uce and broi|d-c1oth ? 
[Locking fir^ at hu own dress, and then at Walter '«. 

WcUL May be not : so let every one take care of him- 
, self, my fine fellow. lExit Walter, r. d. 

Hoofiey. Bad luck to your gingerbread jacket ! — was 
it yourself the ould soldier wanted to get out of the 
way of? . 

TTuidy. I dare say, father, he's safe enough out of 
reach by this time. 

Rooney. 1 hope he is, Thady, if it wasn't a lie he 
was telling me. However, that's his business, and I 
must go and attind to mine ; and do you go and attind 
to your learning. — [Exit Thady. a. d,]— I can't say it's 
much taste I have for the change : at my ould trade I was 
at home to a shaving, wid my little shop full of timber, 
where I used to make every matter of household furni- 
ture from a cradle to a cofiln. And then to lose all to a 
gang of hard-hearted creditors ! Och hone ! its like a 
great scholar being robbed of all his books ; for in a 
joiner's workshop yon may study all the professions In 
the world. 

SONG.— Roonev. 

I'm a joiner by trade, and O'Chisel's my name; 
From the sod, to make shavings and money, I eame • 
But myself I was never eonsaming 

'Bout the lesson» of schools ; ' 
For my own chest of tools 
And my shop' were a college for laming. 
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For by cutting, contriTlng, 
And boring and driving. 
Each lamed profession gains bread ; 
And they're sure to succeed, 
> If they only take heed " 

To strike the right nail on the head. 
Whack ! whack ! hubbaboo, ^ramachree : 
All the Dons, in the nation are joiners like ma. 

The lawyers, like carpenters, work on a bioch, 
And their trade's just the same as my own to an inch ; 
For clients, whenever they dive in it, 
Soon find their cash fail ; 
For the law's a big nail, 
An* the 'turneys are hammers for driving it. 
Then by cutting, &c. 

The Doctor a big chist of tools carries out. 
And cuts, saws, and hacks his poor patients aboat. 
Just as I would a plank, or a scantling ; 
And it's all one to him. 
If he lops off a limb. 
Or takes out out an ould tooth or young bantling. 
For by cutting, &c. 

Then each Sunday, at church, bythe parson we're tould. 
By line, square, and compass, our actions to mould ; 
And htjoiiUnff himself the right sort is : 
For he pins man and wife 
Together for life. 
Just as firm as a tenon and mortise. 
So by cutting, &c. 

And the heroes who sarve in our army and ships. 
When they're fighting our battles, are all brotheT'Chqu^ 
So entirely our trades are according ; 
For with tools of sharp steel 
Soldiers cut a ffreeU deal. 
And the tars are nate workmen at boarding: 
So by cutting, &c. 

Then our nobles and marchants, and stock-jobbing lads. 

Like joiners, work best when they've plenty of brads. 

Bach projector's a great undertaker ; 

And, to clinch up the whole. 

Our good King, bless his soul I 

Is an elegant CabinU-maker, 

So by cutting, &c. [Exit, r. d. 
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SCENE IV.— ^ retired spot on the tkiH of a wood,— 
Evening. — A violent storm^ with thunder and light' 
ning, — On one side is a smaU iiccessible eminence, ^^ 
The Old Soldier enters l. and crossesto r. u. B.|mr- 
sued by Sir Wilfred Wayward ane{ Walter, with 
their swords drawn, — The sound of Shock's pipe is 
heard ; at. the conclusion of which enter Shock, l. s. e. 

Shock, [SoliAs,'] Weel, I've gotten here at last. An' 
I had'nt gin my word to cum and meet iri' t'ould man, 
I should ha' stood .crying o'er t'sheep another hour. 

(Looking arotmd.'] This mun be t'spot, I reckon : but 
see nought o"* my friend. I'll gang up o'top o't'hill, 
and look about me a bit. — [He goes some paces up the 
hilly when a distant plaintive erg is heardfR, u. e.]— Ha ! 
what wur that? [Listens,} Oh ! it were no' but t'wind 
among t'leaves. [He proceedAup the hill l, u. e. — a long 
groan is heard, r. u. e.] H« war'nt that?— [yf pcoZ qf 
thunder,} Oh t'thunder. Wauns, I thought it wur t'voice 
of a manr Weel, I'll stop a piece longer, in spite o* 
. t'storm. Heaven will do no harm to poor Shock. [He 
ascends to the top of the hill, sits down, and begins to 
play a melancholy air upon his pipe. 

Enter Sir Wilfred Wayward, with his dranm 
sword in one hand, and the soldier's hopresack im ^ 
other, followed by Walter, r. u. e. 

Sir W, IWUdly,} Thanks to my faithful steel, his 
silence is secure ! Now for my prize 1 

[He precipitately rifies the havresack ; at which mo- 
ment footsteps are heard, and voices withoiU, 

Voices, (r.) This way I this way J 

Sir W. [Looking out,] Eternal powers ! Matilda and 
her father ! [He sheathes his sword, and throws the ha- 
vresack into the thicket,} 

Enter Lady Matilda aaid Lord Derwent, /o/- 
lowed by a number qf domestics with lighted torches, r. 
Lady M. He's here I he's here I— safe, thank Heaven ! 
!ZYi6/eau.— Lord Derwent, Lady Matilda, Sir 
Wilfred Wayward, and Walter, in front. Ser- 
vants arranged at the back. Walter catches the atten- 
Hon of Sir Wilfred, and sign^antly points out 
8ho6k» who still sits on the eminence. 

END OF ACT U 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I.— The interior of Shock* u dwelling. —A mud 
hovel, the walls qf which have partly /alien down, 
and been repaired with branches oj' trees and 
straw. The principal door, which is in the R. 

■ ^ftkefaty is composed of a few rough boards, much 
shorter than the opening. On the l. is a smaller 
door of a similar description; and on the r. a 
rustic lattice door, as leading to a small shed. The 
furniture consists of a rude table, two stools, and 
ii rush mat [spread upon the ftoor], on which a 
Child lies sleeping »^Aj^ck discovered spinning. 

Alice, [Sola,"] Mercy on ub ! .what can have become 
of poor Shock ? If he has been out all night in the 
stornif he mast be almost famished. Perhaps his ma- 
ster has been so cruel as to stop his wages, and he has 
not the courage to come home. Heaven preserve his 
poor weak brain 1 his grief may have led him to do 
something wrong— but no, his heart is too tender for 
that. He would never desert his poor wife and child. 
[She approaches the child, who awakes. 

Child. [Rising.'l Oh, mother, you awoke me just as 
I was dreaming that lather brought us something to 
eat. 

Alice. Did I, my love? [Embraces the Child.] I am 
sorry for that ; but perhaps your dream may prove true. 
Go and try if you can see your father coming. . 

Child. Yes, mother, and if I do, 1*11 run and meet 
him. [Exit Child, d. im p. 

Alice p' [Listening.] Hark! what noise was that? 
Before sun-rise I saw some soldiers pass this way. [She 
looks out.] What do I see ? The Seneschal ! what can he 
want here? 

Enter the SsNEscHiKL, followed by some Soldiers, ' . 

D. in F. 

Senes. [To the Soldiers.] Search diligently every 
part of this hut, [Some qf the Soldiers enter R. 
While others inspect the apartment] Don*t be alarmed 
good woman ; you have nothing to fear. Where Is your 
husband ? 
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Alice. Oh, lir, I woald giYn the world to know that 
myself. He did not come home last night. 

SeneM.WtLS he not last night, during the storin, 
. upon the" hill near the thicket? 

Alice. [With apprehetuiim.'] Heaven above knows, 
sir !r— has any thing happened t 

Senee. Have you heard nothing new this morning i 

Alice. Nothing. 

Scnec, Have you given shelter to any stranger du- 
ring the night 7 

> Alice, Shelter I Look around, sir. Is it likely that any 
one would seek shelter in this hovel ? 

BciMt. Still it would affprd the hope of concealment 
to a criminal flying from justice. 
*> Alice. [Eagerly, "l What do you mean, sir? \Tk9 
8oldier$ come forward from r.J 
; A Soldier, We can find i^^hing, sir, to cause suspi- 
cion. 

AUee, [ilWde.] Suspicion! He named my husband, 
too. [To tAeStfWBSCHAL.] Sir, sir, for charity's sake^ 
let me know the meaning of this. 

EtUer ^EKYAiB hactUjfB, in w 

Gerv. Mr. Seneschal — 

8enec. What now ? [Tkey alt precc round Gbrvais. 

Gerv. Walter, the valet of Sir Wilfred Wayward— 

Senec. Hush! [Takee Qsnt aib aside.] Well, what 
of Walter? 

Gerv. He has this moment been seen upon the high 
road, on horseback, ar full speed ; and, whenever he 
•met any. one, he muffled his face in his cloak, to pre- 
vent his being known* 

Senec. Prayi had not this Walter a bad character in 
the neighbourhood? 

Gerv. I don't know, sir. He was quite in the con- 
fidence of Sir Wilfred. 
• Scncs. Very well. 

Gerv, [Acide»'] He don't seem to relish that. 

Sen^ir. [Aside.'] Gracious powers ! Can it be sus- 
pected that Sir Wilfred I— the man who was about to 
marry my young lady ?— and yet, his sudden disappear- 
ance — his absence this morning— how shall this be told 
to his lordship ? 

Alice. [Aside to Gervais.] Gervais, tell me, 1 beg 
qf you, what is— 

Gerv. [Aside to Alice.] Presently. 

C 
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Senet, \_To Gervais.] Utter not a word on the sub- 
ject which you have named, but follow me ; we most 
pursue our researches. 

[Exeunt Seneschal and Soldiers, d. in p. 

Alice. [Detaining Gervais.] Now! 

Gerv. An old soldier, who was yesterday seen in Sir 
Wilfred Wayward's park, has been found murdered in 
the wood. Sir Wilfred is from home ; and, although.the 
people dare not speak out, they suspect — 

Alice. What I that Sir Wilfred— 

Gerv. Hush ! be silent at present — I must follow the 
Seneschal. 

Alice, But let me hear — \ 

Gerv, I dare not — ^besides, I know no more. 

[Exit Gervais, d. inw; 

Alicei {Sola,) Merciful Heaven 1 Can it be possi- 
ble 1 a rich and powerful knight guilty of murder ! but 
my poor husband ! what can have detained him so long 1 
I shudder to think of his absence from home at such a 
time. [A dead march is heard without.'} Hark I what 
sound is that ? [She runs to the door, on the outside ^ 
which a funeral train is seen to pass from l. to r.] Ha ! 
'tis the body of the murdered man. [Exit Alice, d. in w. 

Enter Sir Wilfred Wayward, d. in f. his dress 
is disordered ; and his features evince the n^ost 
violent emotion. 

Sir W, This horrible spectacle is too much ! [He 
falls upon a stool,- and hides his face in his hand till 
the funeral procession has passed. "} *Tis gone ! and I 
respire again. Whpt a night have I passed ! for the 
first time in my life I have felt the force of terror. 
Every eye seemed fixed upon me ! They do not yet 
dare to accuse me, but my perturbation may have been 
interpreted. Whither have I wandered ? I walked from 
home to tranquillize ray spirits ; and fateTconducted me 
to the very spot where I had striven to conceal one crime 
by the perpetration of another, still more black and 
execrable. Shall 1 have recourse to flight ? I have gold 
enough upon my person for every present exigency. And 
yet, why should I proclaim my guilt, and relinquish, 
without an effort, all the ambitious hopes which urged 
me to irobrae my hand in— hark 1 I hear footsteps !— 
[flfu«ec.]— Ha ! 'tis the shepherd! 

[He conceals himself in the shed, a. 
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Enter Shock, slowly ^ and looking timidly round, d. f. 

Shock. What ! not here ! neither Alice nor t*bairn I I 
wur 'maist freetened to cum In. They'll be looking 
a'ter me, I reckon [Affected.'] They mun be niyh dying 
wi* hunger ; and 1 ha* getten nout for 'em when they do 
find me. 

Sir W. [Looking out,] What dreadful misery ! 

Shock. Mayhap't wife ha' heard o* t' man being kill- 
ed 1' t* wood, and war freetened, as I didn't cum home, 
that I wur-^but no ; she could na' think that nouther. i 
never harmed any body i'all my life. Ise' sure I 
should \\tJ thout t' thunder war enough to scare folk 
fira' knocking one another o' t'yed. Ah! Alice little 
thinks who t' dead man wur. I wish I'd seen the chap 
as dun it. I'd ha' telled Seneschal, and, mayhap, ho 
moiit ha' gi*ea me sommnt to get a bit o'bread. 

Sir W, A project has flashed across my brain I The 
flioiight is horrid ! Yet, I am struggling to escape sink- 
ing in a flood of infamy, and will e'en grasp at this 
feeble chance. 

^ock. Ha! whfat*s t*matter wi'.me? I feel all over 
'^Wke-'^^Hc staggers to a stools sits domn^ l. and lays 
his hdnaupon his stomach,] Oh! 1 know weel enow 
what it is now. 

Sir W. The moment could not be more fayoarable I 
[calU] Shock I [louder,] Shock • 

Shodt, [Starting.] Ha I who's that? [Rises. 

Sir W. \Coming forward,] 'Tis 1. 

Sho^. yCof^fnsed and sw-prtsed,] He I your wor- 
Bh\p ! why, i* t'name o' wunder— 

Sir W. Silence. See if any one is within hearing. 
What I hare to say to you deirands the roost profound 
secresy. [Shock searches cautiously round.] Prepos- 
terouB as it is, his rustic ignorance gives me courage to 
proceed. 

Shock. [Coming Jbrward]. There's nobody nigh. ' 

Sir W. [With affecUd concern] Poor Shock! I knew 
that you were indigent ; but, if I could have had an 
idea of the Wretchedness which I now witness, I never 
could have suffered you to be dismissed from my ser- 
vice. 

Skock. [WUh vivaeUy.] What ! will ye tak me back 
again? 

Sir W. Answer met—will you command instead of 
serving, and see your wife and child relieved from want, 
and blest with riches ? 
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Shock. [With emotUm.'] Mv wife and child ! your— 
worship— I'd lay down my lire — 

Sir W. So great a sacnfice is not requisite.— Would 
you endure a few days* imprisonment? 

8hotk, Days? aye, and weekstoo, if that would bring 
'em any good ; but I don't understand — I beff pardon. 
All t' neighbours tell me I ha' gotten a very thick yed ; 
and I dout its ow'r true. 

8kr W, Hear me. A man has beoi found dead, in the 
wood. 

Skoek, Aye, I know — an ould soldier— I wnnder what 
rascal could be so cruel — 

Str FT. No one. 'Tis supposed that he had quarrelled 
with some one, and that lie lost his life in fighting. 

Skoek. Oh, that alters t'matter. 

Sir W, The officers of justice are at this moment in 
search of the person who killed him, and public rumour 
has dared to accuse me. 

Shodc, IWUh extreme a¥rpHaeJ] Hal accuse a mao 
like you I 

fiKr W. Strong in my own innocence, I would instantly 
demand the right of proving it by trial ; but I am on 
the point of marriage with the daughter of our lord the 
baron, and the bare imputation would delay, if not 
entirely preyent, my happiness. 

Skoek. Weel, that's true. 

&{r W. The moments are precious ! Shock, whoever 
the guilty man may be, will you consent to relieve him 
from the denunciation which hangs oyer him ? 

^Mdc. Me ? why— what does your worship mean t 

Sir W. Take his place—sufTer yourself to oe charged 
with his crime ; and I will pledge myself for the ad- 
vancement of your fortune. [Takee eeveral puneejrom 
hie poekete, and eovere the table with money.'i 

Aoek. [Aa^ehipefiednfithaetonUhmetU,] Where am 
I ? am I asleep or awake ? All that for me 1 [ With emo* 
tUm."] No, no ; not all for me— for my starving wife, 
and dear, pretty bairo! [ToStr FT.]— Your worship, 
what mun I do ? 

Sir W. I'll tell ypu— you will be taken into custody. 

Shock. Shall I ? [^Here, and during the remainder ef 
IA« ectme^ Shodc oecaeUmally tremblee^ as if irreeol'^iie^ 
and at often eatta hie eyee on the numey^ lAc eight iif 
which eedueee him to coneent.'\ 

Shr W. You will be taken to prison. 

Sfcodb. [Alarm£d.\ To prison I when? 
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Sir W. To-day : afterward you will be questioned 
whether you killed the old soldier. 

Shock, And what mun I say ? 

Sir W, Nothing. I will not burthen your soul with 
perjury. I will pretend to the baron, that you have 
confessed to me ; that he sought your life ; that he at- 
tacked you near the torrent, in the wood ; and that, 
being younger and stronger than him, you overcame 
him. 

Shock, {^Gloomil^, as tf wavering.'] Oh, I understand 
n6xr — I mun let 'em say twur I as killM t*onId mon. 

Sir W, [Seizing Shock's hand, and assuming a tone 
qf tenderness.'] My good Shock* my object is to promote 
the welfare of your whole family. Be therefore swayed 
by my advice. You shall soon quit this rustic habit 
and this comfortless abode. I will be your protector ; 
and all your wishes shall be gratified, even before you 
oan express them. 

Shock, [With apparent resolution,] Well, if your 
worship is sartin that my handing my tongue will mak 
all right- 
Sir W. It will ; it must. Be you only firm in your 
resolution not to contradict the accusation, and leave 
the rest to me. Now listen, but let it not alarm you. 
You will be taken from prison to trial ; you will be 
condemned as a murderer— 

Shock. [Breaking from Sir Wilfred, and shudder- 
ing with horror,] What 1 let 'em call me a murderer I 
tell my poor Alice she's t'wife of a murderer I and 
t'poor little bairn that his feyther's — why they would 
never cum nigh me ony more. No 1 if it wur nought 
but killing t'man, I wadn't mind ; but to say I mur' 
dered un ! — Tak back t'money [crosses to b.] I'll ha* 
nou't to do wi't. I've ne'er a mouthful of bread for 
mysen or my family : but I'll tell 'em they mun wait 
till I'mom ; [he clasps his hands and raises hiseifes] and 
we'll pray to Heaven to send us summut to keep us 
fra* dying wi' want. 

Sir W, [Alarmed at Shock's resistance,] Insensate 
churl ! away with tliese idle terrors I your heart recoils 
i|t a bare word which escaped my lips in error. I re- 
peat to you, it is no murder, though they may call it so 
—it is more an affair of misfortune than of crime — your 
wife and child, instead of fiying from your embrace, 
will bl^ss you for raising them to affluence. [PoinUng 
tp the gold,^ To-morrow the gold now before you shall 

V 2 
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be increased twenty-fold: meantime I will furnish 
your family with tiie means of retiring to another eond*- 
try, where they shall live rich and happy. 

Shock. [Eafferly.^ And 1— • 

Sir W. When your trial is concluded, I will liberate 
you from prison in the night— you shall hasten to fol* 
low them, aud, instead of being a shepherd to others, 
yon shall have 0ocks of your own— 

Stock. Shall I, though ? 

Sir W. Aye, the best the country will afford. 

Shock. [Ande.^ Well, I see how it is, it's my lot» 
and every one on us mun tak that, good or bad, as it 
comes, i* spite of his *sen. It*s just as t* ould soldier 
said — He telled me I would soon be rich,, and-as sure 
as my name is Shock this mun be t* way he meant. [7^ 
SiaWiLFBBD wUhfirmnuM.'] 1*11 do't, your worship. 

Sir W. [WUh trmmpk,'\ Then your fortune is seoure 
— I will deposit in your hut the proofs of your guilt. 
— But one thing more^»Swear to me by all your hopes, 
here and hereafter, to 'preserve eternal secresy 

Shock. Weel, I do— 

Sir W. Enough 1 Farewell awhile, and thank your 
stars for this happy chuige of fortune, [ifncle.] Thus 
far I have succeeded to my utmost wish~-but for the 
rest, time only can.decide. [Er^ Sir Wilfred, d. tMF. 

Shock. ['S'o^M.] Weel, 1 never seed such a day as' this 
in my life — I feel vary queer— I think 1 should lose my 
senses, only they tell mel ha* getten none to lose. It 
seems all a dream. [-He takes hold t^fsomc numey.'] No ; 
it be right earnest gold, and that will buy ony thing. 
Alice and bairn shall ha* three meals a day, and^^my. 
heart*s nigh bnrsten wi' joy. [He bursts into tears.} 
' Tse better now, andasl'se to be put into prison to-day^ 
I mun get this out o* t' way till its all ow*r. 

[lie sweeps all the gold into his satchel, and con^ 
ceals it in the thatch,. 

Enter Alice, carrying a stnall basketj foUomcd by 

Stephen, d. in v. 

Alice. [On entering. "^ Hah ! safe returned, thank 
Heaven ! [She runs and embraces Shock.] My dear 
Shock, Tve good news for you— A kind, charitable 
lady has given me some money, and I've got smdi a 
breakfast! — 

Shock. [With great glee.'\ And I*ve gotten good 
news for you, too— rve money enough to buy half 
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o*t*viUage->Doantstop me — Va» no* bnt gohiy to get 
samiDUt to eat an' drink, an* ax sum o*t*DeighlH>ur8 te 
cum an* mak merry wi* us — 1*11 be hack in a minute- 
Ob ! you will be so surprised ! — I*se so bappy, and 
hardly know what l*se about. 

[Exit Shock, dancing wUkJojfj D,inw, 

Alice, O how happy I am to see my dear Shock in 
such high spirits I 

Sicph. Vm afeard you'll be changing your tune afors 
long. 

Alice, \Marmed,'] What do you Biean,. Stephen ? 

Steph. Poor Alice 1 I*m sorry to be t*first to tell you 
th* news, but the truth ,mun be told— *Q^hock. ha' been 
fund to be t*man as killed t'ould soldier*. 

Alice, [Cool/y.l For shame, neighbour Stephen. 
Shock would rather perish with hunger than commll 
such a deed. No, no ; my mind is easy enough on tUit 
score. The blow was struck by a richer hand than— 
' $tepk, I wish I could belicTe you—but it's too well 
known, I can tell you 

Alice.' Ask neighbour Oervals*— 

Steph, Here he do cum back^I mun be off; I'll ha' 
nothing to do wi' a murderer. 

IBxit Stephen, d. In p. 

Enter Shock, n. in w^ eofiftying en one htmd a baeket^ 
and leading his child wUh the other j foU^oeed 6y aevc" 
ral Peatantty nude and female^ eome qf whom earrjf 
etonejftgt. 

Shock. Gum, neighbours, you mun help me a bit- 
There bean't much room upon t'table, but we mun mak 
t*be8ton it. [The Peaeante place iheir jnga on the 
table, and aeeiet Shock in Ininging provieione from 
the basket. 

Alice. [Drawing Shock aside to n.] Oh, Shock ! If 
you were to know what has been said of you 1 . 

Shock. I caren't what they say, let 'em chatter an* 
they lilce. 

Alice. Aye4 but — 

iShock. Never mind, 1 tell thee--eat, drink, and be 
merry. You needn't be freeten'd — I shall never "be 
poor ony more ; nor you, nor t'baim, nor — 

' Alice. But, dear Shock, for Heaven's sake ! A man 
has been found murdered— 1 was first told that Sit 
Wilfred— 
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Shock, [Laugkinff,'} No, no ; he's not t'raan as will 
be ta'eti up— \ 

Alice. What can you mean ? 

Shock, H»*d thy tongue, I tell thee, and mak* thysen 
easy — l*ve axed ould neighbour Flail and tMame to 
cuni,and we*ll ha' such a feast !— Cum, let's tak' a sup 
o* yeal to begin wi*. T He goes to the table, takes one 
qfthejugSf and drinks.^ Cum, lasses, why doan*t 
ye begin ? 

XAt this moment, a heavy packet, as throivn 
jrom D,in f. Jails against the lattice door n, 

Alice, Who's that ? [^She opens the door, takes up the 
packet, wnfolds it, and starts with horror, on finding 
the havresack qf the old soldier, stained with blood, ji 
8aint8 preserve us I [Calls.l Shock ! [//e approaches,} 
$jfe here — a wallet stained with blood. 

Shock. [Coolly.'l Aye, aye, I know all about that. 

AHce. [Grasping his arm."] Oh, heavens! Is it 
then true ? 

A Peasant. Cum, doan't ye be squabbling When ye 
ha' gotten company wi* ye : you'll spoil all. 

Enter suddenly the Sbneschai. and Sir** Wilfred 
WAYYfKntt,jblloned by soldiers, o. tfiF. Alice throws 
the havresack into the shed, r. 

Senes. [To Soldiers.] Guards, seize that man, 
lPoi$Us to 6hock !] and bear him to prison. I have 
uifotmation that he is the assassin. [The Guards sur- 
round Shock, r.] 

Alice, [WUdly.] Shock! Shock! speak! Do you 
not deny the crime ? 

Shock, Deny it? No, no ; that 'ud never do. 

Alice. [Shrieks, and exclaims'] Miserable ! wretched 
mother I — [She attempts to embrace her child, but swoons 
01 the ^ortf and falls — the child kneels beside her.] 

Shock. [To the Peasants, with intense feeling.] Tak' 
eare o't'poor lass and bairn— [7V> Sir Wilfred.] — 
You mun let *em cum an' see me, your worship — [Sir 
Wilfred averts his face.] Poor, dear Alice 1 good 
bye, neighbours— fTVi Sir Wilfred, as the soldiers 
conduct him off.] I say, you didn^t tell me they'd cum 
so soon though. 

[Exit Seneschal, followed by Shock, guarded, 
and Peasants, d . f . — As S i r Wi l fred slowly ad' 
' ' vances towards the doar, the Scene changes to 
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SCENE ll.^The emi9idecfBuocK*s ftnl, wUhit. in p. 
Sir Wilfrbo comet from the, hnt^ and, at the wme 
lime, enter Laot Matilda, r. . 

Ladjf M, Ah, Sir Wilfred, happily met. You mvLBl 
assist me in alleviatiog the distress of this wretched 
family"! haTe heard of their new calamity. 

Sir W. Dear lady Matilda ! this is no place for you. 

Lad^ M, No place for me ? — the abode of weeping 
innocence can never be an unfit placf for the bene? olent 
heart. 

[Alice comet yrom tke hut, d. p. 
' Aiiee. What ! have they all deserted me ? [She per- 
eeivee Lady Matilda.] Ah! generous ladf, have 
you the mercy to visit the wife of a^mnrderer ? 

Sir W, Lady Matilda, I entreat you to sepantls 
yourself frdra this woman. ' 

Ladjf M. No, Sir Wilfred ; she at least Is only un- 
fortunate. And, perhaps, even her husband may npt 
be the real culprit. [To Alicb.] Poor suffering soul ! 
your misfortunes were great enough before. Heaven 
only itnows how you will support this last afHiction. 

Alice, [Weeping.'] Support it? never! — it will bring 
me to the grave ; and wnat will become, of my ppor 
child? 

Ladif M. Be that my care. It shall never want a 
protectress while I have life. 

Alice. Thanks, madam, thanks— but oh I my poor 
husband I 

Lad^ M. Nay, be comforted^ [To Sir Wilprbd.] 
Pray, Sir Wilfk>ed, join me in administering at least the 
balm of hope. 

Sir W. Amiable Matilda, I would it were in my 
power ! but I have so strong a conviction of the Shep- 
herd's guilt, that I dare not offer such delusive consola- 
tion. He will shortly be brought to justice ; and my 
presence will be required. [Offering ku hand."] — ^Per* 
mit me to conduct you.. 

Ladg M. No, Sir Wilfred : hasten to your painful 
duty, if such it be ; but for me, I will not at present 
abandon this pitiable object. [Soothinglif taking AhitK*n 
hand.} — Come ! in and calm your fears ; all may yet 
be well : come-^come. 

[Ladt Matilda leade Alicb into the hut,ii. tn p. 
; Sir W. [Solu$.] How dreadfully perilous is the 
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expedient which my desperation has prompted me to 
adopt I When the Shepherd shall be exposed to legal 
scrutiny, I trembled for the event. His extreme sim- 
plicity, wliich has hitherto been my safeguard, will 
then place me on the brink of a precipice. Bat how 
prevent it?— His tacit admission of the crime, when 
arrested, was so numerously witnessed, that if I could 
now procure his liberation and flight, that fact alone 
would establish the evidence of his guilt, and effectu- 
ally relieve me from suspicion.— It shall be tried I The 
newly appointed gapler is as needy as his prisoner ; and 
doubtless, by, apportioning the bribe to his scruples, 
may be prevailed upon to release and fly with him. If 
he yield, 'tis well—if not, impelled by dire necessity, 
I e'en, must plunge another step in self-preserving 
homicide. [ExU^ r. 

SCENE III,— The gaoler*s lodge qf a prison wUh a 
door R. 8. B, and one l. s, e. — A table, with a peW' 

' ter quart spirit measure and a glass, upon it, and 
two chairs, — ^Rooney O'Ghisel discovered, [slightlif 

• ^toxicated,'\ seated at the table, in the habit qf a 
\ gaoler, with a large bunch of keys suspended from a 
I leathern girdle, — Thadyih the corner, with a book 

in his Aait//.— RooNEY takes up the measure, drinks 
deeply, and then rises and staggers forward, 

Rooney, When I was a prisoner, I used to think our 
gaoler a big ugly blackguard ; and 1 wouldn't wonder 
now, [in spite of my good looks] if the poor devils I 
am getting the charge of will be thinliing that same of 
myself. Well, there's nothing dishonest in the calling; 
but it isn't just the nate thing for an Irish taste, and I'd 
never make it sit aisy on my stomach, if I didn't keep 
washing it down now and then wid a swig of the cratur. 
[He goes to the table, Jills a glass, and drinks, 

Thady, [ Laying down his book, and coming for- 
tvard,"] Did you know the prisoner that has just been 
brought in, father? 

Rooney, Know him, is it? not I, honey ; I'm no ways 
curish that way. 'Twas a mighty small peep I got at 
him ; and I thought him an ill-looking spalpeen enough, 
for the matter of that— [He drinks again,'] 

Thady^ He seemed very sad. 

* Rooney. Sad I Did he ? Oh, sure he'll get the bet- 
ter of that. 
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Thady. Will he be set at liberty, father ? * 

Rooney. What ! sure, didn^t you hear the guard say 
*twas murder he did ? No, no : devil a more liberty 
he*ll be seeing. But it won't be long till he*ll get shut 
of his melancholy. — A dose of hemp and a wooden 
physicianer will put an end to his troubles in a crack. 
[He drinks again,'] 

Thady, Poor fellow ! 

Rooney, Po6r? Troth, then, I*m just bothfered to 
think how such a ragged, half-staryed gossooti as that 
would be murdering the likes of a man at all^ at' ^11, 
b&ting that he was half-kilt to his hand any way. 

{Pipe< played y r. fl^. i. 
Thady, Hark ! [He runs to the wing and listens,] Father ! 
father ! I declare the prisoner's plajing upon his pipe ! 

Rooney. Oh, then he may do tnat same— Deyil amr 
there is of his wearing out his n>in^-pipe in the fflptft 
matter of time he'll be getting the use of it. 

Tkady. Well I I don*t know how he that's shut up 
in the dark can find the hetfrt to be so merry ; for Vm 
sure I find even this place so dull, that I 'donH know 
what to do with myself. ' 

Rooney, Musha, that's true for you,, Thady, jewel. 
But I'll thank you not to be minding me of it. [He 
takes up the measure, and turns it bottom vpwarus,'] 
Arrah, can you see your poor ould father standing here 
so out qf spirits,, and be doing your best to make him 
worser and worser ? Here, take the crushkin down to 
the public-house beyont, and get it filled wid *^ the 
medicine as before," as the doctors say. 

[TnAiiY takes the measure, and exit^ L. d. 8. b. 
Ha ! ha 1 ha ! poor Thady I his melancholy's natural 
enough. — ^The loye of liberty is in the soul of him ; 
and it's a national taste. Ould mother nature neyer 
intended myself for the likes o' this ; and, only for the 
drink that's in it, my .tinder heart would be teaching my 
foolish fingers to be after locking all the doors on the 
wrong side. 

SONG.— RooNST. 

Of the tind'rest of flesh I received my formation. 
Which never once gave me the least botheration ; 
Till to England 1 came from the town of Kinsale, 
Broke in trade, and took charge of the keys of a goal. 
But in pity myself must no longer be dealing ; 
So to make my heart fit for the ofllce it sarves. 
To the devU I piftch'd all my buttermilk feeling. 
And flew to the tfVatur to stringthen my narves. 
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I got nuddled with ale, bat soon found my mistake — 
The liquor, I found, like myself, was too wake ; 
But brandy my heart for its calling soon qualified. 
And made me so hard I*m not aisily mollified : 
80 take my advice, and don*t sip at the stuif. 
If you find you're too soft, and you'd wish to -be cal- 
lous; 
But stick to the crushkin, and tipple enough. 
And yourself may take charge of a gaol or a gallows. 
IDuHng tke/ew last lm€$ ke becomes very drunk ; 
and hofoiigjmished the eong^ gtagyere to the table and 
falU into the ehair; places Ms elbows on the table, leans 
kU head on his kand, and calls *' Thadv ;'* yawns^ 
tmd dromtUy repeats *^ Thady, you devil V'^Ue seems 

\m s overcome with sleep—his arm /alls upon the table. Us 

^ .•ffodonkisarm, and ke snores loudlg*} 

^wMnierStn Wilfrbd Wayward, wrapped in a cloak. 

Sir W, What do I see ? the gaoler asleep !->Tiianks, 

fortune, for this timely aid. My only reliance was in 

the fascination of gold ; but Providence has outstript 

my utmost hopes, as if reiglved to spare my burthened 

soul from further pollution. ' Let me not lose an instant. 

He eaiUionsly approaches Roonet. and attempts 

' to detach the keys from his jrircUe.— Roonbt 

slightly moves,^^iK Wilfred Way waAd dcps 

behind the Chair. 

Eooney. {Without opening his eyes or raising his 

head,"] — ** You*il be fit to take charge of a gaol or a 

gallows.'* [RooMBY snores again— Sm Wilfred c/e- 

(oMet the keys from his girdle^ and opens door r. s. b. 

and presently returns, leading Shock, mi^ffled in his 

eloat—When thof have advanced a few paces from the 

wing^ enter Thady l. d. s. k.—IIc screams, throws 

down the measure, and runs to RooszY.} 

Thady. [Shaking Roosiv violently.] Father 1 fa- 
ther! 

Rooney. [Rising and looking wildly around.] Oh, 
murtherJ wnat'sthis? 

[RooNET staggers to Sir Wilfred, and seizes 
him by the collar ; and at the same moment enter 
the Seneschal, followed by six soldiers l. s. e.— Si r 
Wilfred snatches the cloak from Shock: 
throws it from him, and seizes Roonby by th§ 
collar. 



CCBNB IT.] DBRWBNT VALB. 35 

Shr W. [ToRooNBT.I Hal ¥111810! dare yon re^ 
sist? [To the Seneschal!] Seneschal, your arrival has 
stopped the assassin's flight ; and perhaps saved my 
life. I detected this mflBan in the act of favouring his 
escape : secure them both. [The Quarde divide^mree 
seize Shock, and the renuAnder surround Roonit, 
mho surveys them with stupid astotU^menit.'^BiR Wil> 
FRED addresses Shock's Guards.'] Away! bear off 
your prisoner. — Jl^^^ conduct him qf, l, 8. b. 

Shock, [Aside to'SiR Wilfbbd as he passes,] It's 
all right, I reckon. You'll tak care o' me. 

Sir W, Seneschal, confine that fellow closely until 
his presence is required. [Aside.] f Again my geoiua 
has triumphed ! [Exit Sir Wilfrbo, l. 

Seneschal. So, I have made a happy choice. Rooney 
yon are one of the last men I could have believed ca 
pable of such treachery. * ^ 

JRooney. What ! sure your honour isn't believing. 

Seneschal. Silence ! Would you dare attempt ta 
screen your baseness by striving to discredit an honour 
able knight ? Bring him along. 

[ExU SSHESCHAL, L. S. B 

TtCQney. [As\f suddenly aroused from stupor.] Is it 
learning I was ? Oh, powers o' marcy, a pretty step o' 
promotion I'm like to make of this damned locking-up 
trade ! Did I sarve my good seven years to an honest 
calling, and then change it to get into this, because a 
fellow tells a big lie 7 Oh wait till I spake to his lord- 
ship the baron, and see if I won't set all right in a jiffy 

[The Soldiers hurry him off^ l. s. b. 



SCENE TV. — A romanUc spot wUhin a wood.^^In the 
centre i^ the Stage^ a blighted willow treCy overhasig' 
ing a deep and rocky ravine^ which appears to re- 
ceite a torrent Jrom me back ground. — In the front a 
tdblcy with paper ^ 4^., at which are seated Lord 
Derwemt, his Regikery and a number qf vassal 
Knightsy and at the wings a number qf domeUies and 
Peasants. 

Enter Sir Wilfred Wayward, l. s. b. 

Lord D. Welcome, my friend ! your kind assistance 
nay avail me much in fathoming this dark transactioif 
Ar W. [Agitated.'* My lord, you do me honour^ 

D 
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Lord D. This is the precise spot on which the assas- 
sination is supposed to have been committed ; and i 
have resolved to arraign the culprit here, hoping that 
the testimony of surrounding objects may assist in 
wresting from him the secret of his guilt. 

Sh' W. [i4« b^ore,] 'Tis well, my lord. 

Lord D, But why so gloomy, Sir Wilfred? I hope 
you no longer feel hurt at the illiberal suspicion which 
would have implicated you in this affair ? 

Sir W. [ With more Jirmness.l I have no right, my 
lord: a crime has been committed; and the people, 
calling to you for justice on its perpetrator, had as 
much right to suspect me as another : but the criminal 
once discovered, all are satisfied. 

Lord D. I rejoice, my friend, to witness this firmness 
of character ; it is the best test that a man lives at peace 
with his owa conscience. [To the wing.'] Bring the 
prisoner. 

Enter Shock, guarded^ l. s. b. 

Lord D. [Aside.'] There is a confidence in his car- 
riage, and a placidity in his features, which ill accord 
with guilt. [To Shock.] Prisoner, stand forth. 

Shock, [Advancing respectfullg^ n.] Here be I, my 
lord. 

Lord D. You^are doubtless aware of the terrible ac- 
cusation which has been made against you. 

Shock, [Simply,] No. 

Lord D, You are charged with haying wilfully and 
maliciously killed an old soldier, who— 

Shock, [As if suddenly comprehending,'] Oh, yes, I 
know all about that. 

"^LordD, [To the Register,] Give me the deposition. 
[He taken a paper, and reads,] " It has been deposed 
to us, that last night, during the violent storm, an old 
soldier was seen to enter this wood ; and some time 
afterwards, some peasants passing, attracted by deep 
groans, were led to this spot, where they found the said 
old soldier weltering in his blood; that he expired 
immediately on their arrival ; and that, on removing 
theJt>ody, the only person they saw near the spot was 
the prisoner, who, (as it is supposed) in order to con- 
ceal his agitation and escape suspicion, sat upon an 
eminence, and played upon his pipe.'* 
* Shock, Ay, sure : 'twasn't a vary lively tune I reckon ; 
for t*storm wur pelting o' me rarely. 
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IsordD, Prisoner, what have you to aay to the 
chaTge ? 

Shock, Say, O, I know what to say, weel enough. 

Lwd D, Are you prepared to deny the crime ? 

Shock, [Coolly.'] No, 1 raunnot deny it. 

[General surprise. 

Lord D, [Aside.] Is this depravity or idiotisni 1 [To 
Shock.] You admit, then, that you committed the dia- 
bolical act.^Describe the means by which you effected 

it. 

Shock, [As not trnderstanding.] He ! 

Lord D. In what manner did you kill him ? 

Shock. What, did you never see ony body kill'd ? 
Ax t*soldiers here — Ax his worship yonder — [Pointing 
to Sin Wilfred, l.] He knows weel enough now they 
do kill folk. 

Sir W. [Aside.] His simplicity makes ifte tremble. 

Lord D. [Aside.] What am I to think of this? [To 
Shock.] Answer me : — had you any cause of hatred to 
the old Soldier ? 

[Sir W. nods to Shock. 

&Mck, No ; why, bless you, it wur but yesterday, as 
he tellM me afore long I should be a rich man. 

Lord D. And yet you had the heart to murder him ? 

Shock. [Loudly, and with intense feeling.] Murder 
him!— No ! [To Sir W.] You know I lell'd you— 

Sir W. [Embarrassed.] Yes, my lord, he before 
confessed to me his crime, but pretended that it was a 
quarrel. 

Lord D, All I hear tends only to astonish and per- 
plex me. It is never satisfactory to the ends of justice, 
that a man like the prisoner should be condemned upon 
his bare admission of crime : — I am therefore resolved 
that, unless some corroborative proof can be pro- 
duced — 

Sir W, My lord, in the cause of justice I feel com- 
pelled to afford all the information in my power. 
Shortly before the assassination, the deceased was ob- 
served by my servant to carry a havresack : — when the 
body was discovered, this was absent; and I am in- 
formed that it has since been seen in the 'prisoner*s 
hut. 

Lord D. Ha ! this is important — [To the Guards.] — 
Let instant and rigorous search be made. 

sir W. My* good lord, 'tis but a few paces hence. 
If you think well to suspend the proceedings for sofne 

D 2 
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mlnates, we may have the satisfaction of condacting 
the scrutiny oarselves. 

Lard D, *Tis well advised.— Guards, look to your 
prisoners. 

[Exeunt Loan Derwent and Sir Wilfred. 

Enter Alice, l. s. b^ with a Btuket in her ha$uL — 
*9h€ rwtu fffid embraeee Shock. 

Alice, My poor dear Shock ! guilty or innocent, you 
still are my hnsband,and the father of my child. 

Shock, Aye, sure am I. But I say — ^what, hastn^t 
brought t*bairn wi' thee ? 

Alice, No — ^he slept, and I thought it would be cruel 
to wake him to come and weep with us. But here— 
you must be nearly famished — ^here — [She gives him a 
enuUl lot^from the biuketj which he begine to eat — she 
then takes a leather battle and -cup from the basket, 
Jills the cwjh. and offers it to him,^ 

Shock. What, hast gotten yeal too! \he drinks,} 
Cam, gi* us another. [l^efilU, and he dnnks again,] 
-Ha ! ha ! ha I It*s so gaid, I mun sup out o*t*bottle. 
iHe drinks from the bottle.'] Weel, I'se a rich man at 
last-~and thou*rt a rich lass. Gum, gi' us a buss^ 
[He kisses Aer.]— we sail ne*er want money again* 

Alice, Are you mad? 

Sfcoefr. I doan*t know but I am. I*m so happy, It 
minds me of ould times. I say, Alice, shall I gi* thee 
th* tune I play*d furst day we ever met? Zookers! 
^twas sicfa a merry one, it made t* very sheep dance. 

Alice, Merry tunes! with death staring you in the 
face ! 

Shock, [Snapping his frngers,"] That for death ! I 
wool play — ril be shot if I doan*t. 

[Alice retires and leans pensively against ^ 
wing — Shock plays a very rude^ but sprightly 
air upon his pipe^ occasionally dancing to it; 
during which, enter Lord Derwent and Sir 
Wilfred Wayward — Lord D. starts with mr- 
|ir£«e— Sir W. is exceedingly agitated. 

Lord D. Amazement ! [To Sir W.] Can this man 
be guilty 7 

Sir W, My lord, it is sometimes the policy of cri- 
minals to feign imbecility. 

Lord D, I care not— if I arr, *tis on the side of mer- 
cy. Our examinRtion has furnished no testimonv to 
confirm his self-conYictioa, and, without It, he snail 
not perish. 
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6ir W. [AHde,] Then I am lost ! 
Alice. Thanks, thanks, generous lord! 

[Ske runs a/nd embraces Shock, at which moment^, 
enter Shock's Childy l. u. e. with the blood- 
stained havresadc slung about its neck. 
Child, Father, father ! here's a nice new satchel full 
of bread and meat-I saw mother hide it under a bush 

amongst the rocks. ^ *, „• 

[Alice shrieks^ and lean* upon one qf the Pea- 

sants ftyr »uj>por<.— Sir W. rushes forward^ 

and seizes the havresaek. 

Sir W, Behold, my lord, the testimonial which we 

sought in vain. You hear— 'twas hidden by the priso- 

ner'swife. , _ . - . t 

[The Child runs to Alice, k. who seizes it in her 

arms, , 

Alice. Unhappy -child ! your artless tongue has seal d 

your father's death. , , * » i 

Shock, {Aside.} I wish it war weel ow'r,. for I long 
ta .«et back and 4-eckon t'money. 

Lard D. This is indeed a damning proof, and I dare 
•not longer hesitate. Register, record his sentence. 
iDictaUng.] " The orphan Shepherd, known by the 
name of Shock, having virtually acknowledged himself 
to be the perpetrator of the aforesaid murder"— [Kci/is- 

Shock, iAside.'] Weel,. it cum'd true, just as t' ould 

soldier tell'd me. , ,, . ^ . . - , • j 

Lord D. [As brfore.} '* And circumstantial evidence 

fully establishing our opinion of his guilt''— 
Shock, i^ttdc.] I shall hardly know what to do wi 

"^ord B. {As 6^ore.] " And the flagrant nature of 
the crime deitianding a prompt example"— 

Shock. [Aside.'\ I shall ha' nothing to do but eat and 
drink and play upo't'pipe fra' morning to neet. 

W D. [i* brf^li " We the Lord Baron Der- 

went 'With the advice and consent of our beloved 

subject knights, do hereby adjudge the said Shock to 

immediate death." , , ,, . . _, .. 

\As the word " dcatA" m pronounced. Shock starts 

from a reverie, and, at the same moment, enter 

LADY MaTILD^, L. 8. B. 

Alice. [Running, and kneeling to Lord D.J Mercy, 
my lord, mercy !—[^drfre»«»sr Lady M.] My lady I 
prav with me for mercv on my isband i 
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[LIdy M. approaches Lord D. ag tihout to ««p- 
1 plicate. 

Lord X>. It is in vaia— [To the Guar d«.]-<-Guard8, 
conduct the criminal to immediate execution. 

Shock, [/» extreme terror,] What! — I! — death! — 
[To Sib Wilfred.] Why— your worship— yoi» 
know — 

Sir W, [Aside to Shock. J Silence ! and leave all to 
me. 

Enter the Seneschal, hustilyy l. s. e. 

Senes, My lord, my lord ! — the gaoler, when he was 
informed the murdered man was an old soldier, and the 

Srisoner Shock the shep herd, entreated to be brought 
efore your lordship ; saying, that he must speak to 
you on an affair of life and death. 
Lord D, Let him appear. 

EMter Roonby 0*Ghisbl, l. s. e. ' 

Guards ! let the prisoqer remain. [Sir W. paces the 
stage in extreme ajUation.'] Well, gaoler, what do yon 
know of the deceased soldier ? 

Rooney, What do I know ! — Sure isn't it his execu- 
tor I am. 

Lord D, His executor ! 

Rooney, Yes, my lord— to his will. 

Lord D. His will ! 

Rooney. [To Shock.] Arrahthen, ar*n*t you a pretty 
blood-thirsty church-robber, to be killing the poor ould 
soul that was laving you all he had in the world— tho% 
may be, he was no kiff nor kin to you at all, at all ? 

Lord D. What mean you ? Explain this moment. 

Rooney: Oh, then, I'll tell your lordship the long 
and the short of it. — The ould soldier came to my cabin 
last night, and said he was bothered which way to go, 
becase he was purshued. — So he wint out of my back 
door into the wood, and tould me that if any thing hap- 
pened him, Vd find— [1/e starts, looks hastily around, 
and speaks (uide."] He I what ! — the wood I — ^the river ! 
— and the — Oh! by my soul, then, this must be the 
very spot— and that ould treeUl be his money chist. 

Lord D. Proceed instantly. [He rises. 

Rooney. Well, then, he tould me I'd find the bulk of 
his estate in the ould willow tree beyont, [PointingJ^ 
Hnd Vd give it all to Shock, the orphant Shepherd, bad 
luck to him for th? little he desarves of it 1 
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[Shock listens, and stares with astonishment. 

Lord i>. The willow tree ! lAside.} What can this 
mean ? [Lord D. goes to the tree^ and taken froni a hole 
in the trunk some dried leaves, and then a paper par- 
cel,^ Ha I— What have we here 7 A sealed packet I — 
[He reads the superscription,'] ** Attested documents, 
which prove, that the second son of the late, and bro- 
ther of the present. Sir Wilfred Wayward exists, in 
the person of Shock, the orphan Shepherd.** 

[All the characters exhibit amazement* 

Sir W, Merciful Providence \ Hemy brother ! 

Shock. [H^'ith stupid astonishment,'} Where am I?— 
I hope I*se not asleep. 

Lord D, Be it my task to investigate the merits of 
these papers. — ^They may contain an imposture. 

Sir W, Nu ! [He looks stec^fastiy in Shock's face,} 
i acknowledge them to be authentic ! — He is my bro- 
ther 1 [He turns and hides hisjace^ 

Shock. [ With mingled emotions q/' surprise and jog,} 
What!— Brother ! — II— as thout I hadn't a kinsman 
i't' world I — And gou— to be — my— 
[He bursts into tears, and attempts to embrace Sir 
Wilfred, who avoids him. 

Sir W. [Aside.} I am at length overwhelmM 1 

Lady M. Sir Wilfi-ed ! — I conjure you, by the love 
you bear me, to unravel this frightful mystery. 

Sir W. [With sudden resolution.} I will— for I alone 

Sossess the power.— This shephtrd, roy new-found 
rother, is ianocent ! [Alice ami the Child run and 
endrrace Shock.] I saw the deed committed, and know 
tiie assassin. 

Rooneg. Musha, then we*ll see the rights of it yet, 
any way. Shock, youVe not the divil 1 took you 
for. 

Sir W. [Adrancing to the tree.} His motives will be 
known hereafter — His crime shall now be blazoned to 
the world— Here I [Pointing.} Behind this tree he 
seized his victim by the hoary locks, and plunged the 
deadly steel into his virtuous breast ! — [Peasants re- 
cede : — He ascends the rock n, v. b.] — ^The criminal is 
no ordinary man — he had possessions, mind, and pros- 
pects far above the common herd — ^His hopes are 
blasted I his spirit torn by the demons of despair !— The 
shade of the victim cries aloud for vengeance on bin 
destroyer ; and thus— thus he obeys the mandate I 
[On pronouncing the last word, he throws himse{f head- 
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long into the torrent, — Ladt Matilda shrieks, and 
faints in the arms qf Lobd Dbrwent.— Shock 
aUempts to run up the stoffe, but is detained by his 
wife and child, and the rest of the characters form a 
tt&leau qf astonishment. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



^ Thb following drama is founded on facts ; but 
(i wbether such facts be exactly calculated for seen;. 
.: representation is a question that admits of varioit; 
<< opinions: certain it is, that they excite nothing lil.v 
si the passion mediocre: the sentiments they insphv 
6 musit be those which give place to enthusiastic uir 
^. probation, or i^Hexible dislike. 
^ To Charles Kemble, Esq. for his anxious, gene- 
roug, and manly conduct towards me, from the ac- 
ceptance of this piece up to the present moment, I 
have not language sufficiently energetic in whic.i 
to express my gratitude. Were there no other w* 
quital than a recollection of this gentleman's d>.^< 
interested kindness on the occasion* it must ever in 
itself prove a sufficient remuneration for such Ik*. 
rassing emotions, . as cannot fail to oppress everv 
rational mind which opposes itself to the tribunal i^i 
a national audience. 

To Mr, Farley, for his unwearied exertions both a< 
a manager and an actor, 1 feel myself e<]^ually obliged : 
had the melo-drama been actnally hts own, I urt 
satisfied that he could not have displayed a greatcr 
desire to render it effective. 

To Messrs. Bennett, T. P. Cook, Baker, Duruset 
Evans, and Cooper — to Mrs. Vining, (in whose es, - 
quisite performance of Violette consisted the chi.j 
merits of that character), to Miss Love, and (thout^u 
last, very, very far from the last entitled to £> 
sincerest*thanks) to Mrs. Davenport, 1 feel myseif 
bound to offer the same sentiments. If the presei.i 
drama were rtfa//y worthy of their united talents, the:; 
I have to consider myself uncommonly fortunait 
that such talents were applied to its support; on th^- 
contrary, then the woria has to congratulate them o.> 
the force of those brilliant merits which could elicir 
such applause, through the very extreme of difficult\ . 
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FATHER AND SON. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I.— yl ruttie terrace and lattice windotf, 
beneath which a pair qf folding doors open Jrohi 
the chateau St, Angeville — the stage represents a 
tfeaut{ful garden, with rustic seat, Sfc, 

Enter Rosen ford from baek, 

DUET. 

Paul. Come forth, dear maids, and quit your bowrr^ 

[Enter Amy at windon . 
I dare no longer stay ; 
My steed is waiting, but not the hour 
That bids me haste away. 

My love, that bids roe haste away. 
Haric to the chime of the ves^ r bells 
Which chities this rash delay : 
Amy* In the twilight path there*s danger dwells 
That bids thee haste away. 

My love, &q. 

Both. Thus, thus, at once, we sigh farewell 
To the chime of the vesper bell : 

Ding, dong dell, 

Farewell, farewell. 
To the chime of the vesper, vesper bell. 

Farewell ! farewell ! 

[ExU RosENFORD, R. Gs Amt Tetiren. 

Enter Madams Lantonb. * 

Mad. Ah! there goes our young guest, Captain 
Rosenford. Well, I must say he's a lively gentlema-., 
ay, and a liberal one too : but he'll not remain lon^; 
absent from this chftteaa while Amy remains in it : no, 

A3 
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no ! Surely it's late for him to think of cro8StD||[ the 
ferry to-night : but these soldiers are afraid of nothing.* 
Where can Vonfranc be all this time? jabbering wi{h 
the maids, as usual, I suppose. Not a soul does any thing 
in this house except myself: I rub, I scrub, I do every 
thing ; there's nothing but idleness and mischief going 
forward from morn till night. Why, Vonfranc I why, 
Vonfranc ! [Enter Vonfranc, from Chdteau, 

Von, Oh, madam ! yy for you Take a me out of mein 
comfortable afternoon's nap a ? Ich yas so yide asleep 
in mein arm de shair. Ich yas dream of der great bat- 
tel Tich Ich fight yen Ich make der hunder Englicemen 
run before a mein pig sword, like der little mouse be- 
fore the tarn laipe cat a ; ah, ha ! [Aside.J Der owld 
Tomans! I yish vot der teffil had her, yid all mein 
heart. 

Mad, To sleep, and to smoke, and to dream, is ail 
you appear good for now-a-days, Vonfranc. 

Von. I oiidairstand ! you yill neflfer let me rest a till 
Tot Ich sail become your husband. Ah, ha I 

Mad, Husband, indeed ! I shall expect something 
more of a husband than merely to smoke and to sleep. 

Von, Ah ! yen dat ye sail be couple togedair like der 
two turtles ; yen ye sail lif a togedair — lof a togedair— 
sleepa 

Mad, Mercy upon me! stop there, if you please; 
recollect the delicacy of my exquisite neryes. 

Von, Nerbes ! nerbes ! ah, ha ! dat*s a tefflish good 
jhoke I ah, ha ! ho ! ho ! ho ! 

Mad* Will you hear me ? I wish to ask you a few 
questions respecting Amy, your young mistress. 

Von. O I if dat you are going to praise mein leetle 
shilda, I sail gif you mein ears so long and wide as Tat 
your mout vill open. Ah, Madame ! how you and Ich 
taste der lof for each toder. [Sight, 

Mad, Why, to be sure, Vonfranc, we shou'dn't be 
enemies : but you are alwsiys so rough, so uncouth, so 
boisterous, so quarrelsome I 

Von, Ich quarrel vid a you ? — teffil cash me Ten dat 
Ich sail dere. 

[Sits down, takes out a phosphorus box, and 
lights his pipe. 

Mad, Hear me now, with patience. 

Von, Ich am all mak up of der pashence. Vy teflll 
don't you begin ? 
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Mad. There ! you will fly out ! Well, now I'm about 
to observe, that I consider it remarkably strange, that 
Amy, after living in this family so many years, should 
have pretended ignorance of our Victor's visible attach- 
ment for her ; and designs, as I hear, to^ marry Captain 
Rosenford, our late visitor, who has just quitted the 
chftteau. Every body may see, that isn't blind, that our 
good master the Count had a great desire to behold 
Amy his son Victor's bride : and certain it is, the 
Count has been a most indulgent guardian to Amy. 

Von, Vel a— ah !— poof ] [Smokes, 

' Mad, I listen a little sometimes ; and sometimes I 
overhear odd matters. I believe tha^bunt is very un- 
happy about this match, and wishes^lptain Rosenford 
had never been invited hither. Now, Vonfranc, you, 
who were an old servant of Amy's father, couldn't yo« 
prevail on her to marry Victor, and discard 

Von, Vat ! vedder she lof him or not ? Modair Lan- 
tone ! [Rising,'] Modair Lantone, ven metn old mastair 
die — Ich stant by his ped a side— Ich hold der poor gen- 
tleman in mein arms to mein breast a — mein eyes ovair- 
flow vid tears — he point to his leetle shild Amy : Ich 
. could not speak a der worts vot stroggle in mein troat— 
but Ich swore silent a, in der presence of dat angel vot 
came from hefPen to take away der sowl of mein mastair, 
always to do mein duty by his orfan shild, and ten dat 
. I do not, may I— may I be tam I 

Mad, Unfeeling man ! sooner than comply with my 
request you would see me 

Von. [dashing down his pipe,] Ich would see a you 
dash in ten tousen pieces ; teffil cash me if datlch vou'd 
not — dere a— — 

Mad. I shall swoon — I will swoon ! — Oh ! 

Van, Ah ! you nastie owld vomans ! you make a me 
preak b mein peautiful bipe a, vot mein young lady pay 
for me at der fair of Leipsic ven she vas no higher as 
dat — Ah Ich vish you preak your ugly neck sooner ! 
[Picks up pieces,'] Ich sail run mad^mein peautiful 
bipe ! Ich neffer sail forget you dis a so long as effer 
Ich sal lif. 

M€ul, Is this your boasted regard ? ungrateful mon- 
ster ! but I resign you — 1 renounce you. Was it for this 
, I always set on one side, for your especial eating, the 
nicest jellies — the choicest morsels of the pantry? — for 
this — but I leave you ; I renounce you ; 1 11 resign my 
hand to another ; I cast you off to despair I 

[Exit into chdteau in a great passion 
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Von. Ha, ha, lia ! in a despair you hieans-; der owl 
womans— despair ! dat*s a tefflish good a jholce t ab, 
h— a ! mein pea\itiful bipe ; 1 neffer Tas in this heat 
before a»Do, no, Amy lof young Paul Rosenford, and 
he deserye all Yat she feei for him. Victor praye lad ! 
goot a lad ! he may lof Amy, but der Count tink most 
of all on der money — der estate vat is Amy*s — ah ! ha ■! 
Ich undairstand. O, teffilT 1 am oyerhear-^der Count 
himself. 

Enter Count St. ANCEyiLLE, not regarding him. 

Count. In three days Amy will be of age : young 
Rosenford wilMHbn demand her hand in marriage — her 
fortune — that nHSl be forthcoming : — ^tis gone — lost — 
wrecked in a cargo of wild thoughtlessness — ^luxuri«s. 
Had she married my son Victor, then, indeed, the secret 

still had rested, and [Sees Vonfhanc] You her«; 

Vonfranc ! I was talking : did you listen ? 

Von. Ich ! O no, mein lort ! — Ich neyair listen only 
▼en Ich vish to let in a somebody— <lat is yen der guests 
bang a demselyes against der door of der ehftteau 
yonder : ha I ha ! 

St. A* Vonfranc, you haye obseryed Captain Rosen- 
ford's attentions to Amy ? 

Vim. Ich see 1 I eh see ! he lof a mein young mistress 
-~dal is good • mein poor dead mastair always yish for 
der union of der two families — poor soul ! poor soul ! 
[in tears.l Der eat, to make me break mein bipe a. 

8t. A. i could haye rejoiced in Amy's marriage with 
my own son ; metbinks Victor was entitled to a prior 
claim»but as it is, I — I trust I haye conducted myself 
like a parent to Amy ! 

Von. [ With pathot."] O mein goot a count ! 

St. A, Why, what's the matter with Vonfranc 

you— [Alarmei,* 

Von. Noting ? noting ! mein lort ! only yen Ich feel 
der gratitude Ich tremble, and der tears 

Sit. A, What ! what is it you suspect ? [Aloud.^ I — I 
will be answered. 

Von. Suspect a ! vat sail I suspect, mein lopt? 

St. A. No — ^not any thing that I know of. [Aside."] 
How weak am I ! — retire — ^leaye me. 

Von. Mein benefactor ! if fch haf offend— Ich am an 
old man — Ich yat haf Ich done ? 

St. A. [Fiercetiy.] Officious slaye I still you — [In a 
9ubd%ted tone, taking his hand,] Stay, my friend ; I 
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meant not this seyerity — my mind — ^my mind is ill' at 
rent to-day :— forgive me— send Victor to me— go — go — 
go ! [Shaking Vonf ranges hand. 

Von, Yes ; main lort I — I — yes, mein lort. [Exit, 
' St, A, [Sinking into the garden chair, "] How these 
emotions overpower me 1 O guilt ! guilt ! beneath thine 
influence, the very crimson current of man*s life turns 
from its natural course, — the course which nourishes and 
warms the heart ; till all that once was blooming fertile 
there becomes a witherM, leafless, sapless tree, un« 
cheerM by sun, unsear*d by lightning's blast. [PaiMre.] 
Conscience avaunt 1 1*11 teach myself to be the thing 
I must ; he is but a knave whom the world's cunning 
proves a knave ; and then, even thei^jj^ur poor virtue 
is more obnoxious than your rich vHPiy. ^ My son ! 
Victor, 

Enter Victor, 

Vie, You would speak with me, sir ? 

Count, I sent for you — but you appear elevated I 

Vie, Why should I not, sir? Shall trifles vex me? 

Count, [Sharply, "l Is Amy's hand a trifle? 

Vic, I've taught myself to think so. 

Onmt, 1 fear, me, sir, you've treated her too lightly, 
else she had not rejected you. 

Vic, What could I do ? T swore, nay, thought I 
loved her ; but when she said another held her heart, 
that other too, my friend and fellow-soldier, I wanted 
power to plead. 

St, A, You speak, sir, with more fluency than policy. 

Vie, Instruct me to forget my rival's happiness : my 
hawks, my liounds, my horses, and the chase, must still 
continue to delight my mind : let Kosenford be wedded ; 
I*m for freedom ! 

St, A, Wild, wayward boy ! your mind is as a dream, 
that wraps the soul in calm but false security : — now 
comes your waking hour. My son ! O, Victor ! how, 
how shall 1 disclose the fatal secret, that steeps my life 
in shame, my house in ruin ? 

Vic, Ruin ! saidst thou ? t 

St. A, Victor, if you marry not Amy Cassanet, threa 
days hence her fortune may be demanded, 

Vic. You'll resign it. Avarice was not wont to be 
my father's failing. \ 

St, A, There bursts the truth. My chftteau has be- 
come the reveller's haunt : here in these halls profusion 
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long hath scattered the bounties of her band upon oar 
guests. The golden goblet and the groaning table 
o*erflow*d to all with plenty and with welcome: my 
own estate was nothing-^'twas Amy's fortune that paid 
these rash excesses— her wealth is now so fettered, 
mortgaged, and contracted, that- — - 

Vie. I understand! had I married Amy, an explar 
nation of her affair s ■ 

8t. A, Had never been demanded. 

Vic, What is to be done ? 

St, A, Bee her again — kneel at her feet. 

Vic, O my father ! though penury and shame were 
now thy portion, these would I share ; this hand should 
beg thy fooda|ijttt wrong an artless, a confiding mind 
like Amy'Sy cHrfor $four crime, I cannot, dare not. 

St, A, Crime I Such language to me ! Victor, my son, 
not for myself I sue, but for your sake, your sister. 
Shall I behold ye, merely to swell this girl's extensive 
fortunes, bereft of your inheritance — ^like beggars,. de- 
spised, deserted ? 

Vie. If, sir, our greatness must remain upheld by 
robbing blameless virtue of its rights, then give us 
rather poverty and the peasant*s life of toil. 

St, A, When ruin clings around thee lilce a serpent, 
as from a serpent all thy friends will fly thee. 

Vic, My friends ! Who has a truer friend than ho- 
nour ? My sword shall be my fortune ; my estate, the 
world ; to live as all men should, I'll labour stoutly, 
but 1*11 labour honestly, and Heaven will bless the 
means. 

St A» \_fVith efnotion,'\ Begone » 

Vic, Nay, not thus ; you are too, too much agitated, 
my father, 

St. A. [F/ercelif.'\ I would be alone: go ! 

Vie, Sir, I take ray leave. [Exit^ in tears. 

St. A, My boy — how has he deserved this? Ah, 
Victor, I love thee noble, yet I*d have thee base. And 
Anpy, she could such a soul disdain I Perverse girl ! is 
it for thou to wreck us thus ? wreck us ! no, no ! ere 
to-morrow, come what may, 1*11— [paiMW.] My brain 
Cet0 wild 1 frantic I J[Exit. 
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80EN£ Jl,^A romantic gallery ^ overlooking th€ 
Forest. 

Enter Amy and Violette. 

Vio, [Laughing, "i C6me away from the balcony* 
Amy ; the very sound of your lover's hof ses* feet ha» 
been out of hearing this half hour. 

Amy. What a volatile creature you are, Violette I I'd 
give all my fortune to be mistress of such excellent 
spirits. 

Vio. And I sometimes envy yon your melancholy ; and 
yet I should be vastly glad to learn what cause you have 
to breathe a single sigh : why there i^fft a young girl 
in the district malces m^re conquestsTl never take a 
Walk in the chestnut avenue, leading to the forest, but I 
encounter at least a dozen love-sonnets tacked to the 
bark of the trees, beginning, " To the fair Amy,** to the 
gentle. Amy, to the cruel Amy," ha, ha, ha ! and I do 
sincerely believe, that the invincible Victor is one of 
these scribblers de ramour. 

Amy. Don't femind me of that, Vidlette : alas I Tm 
unworthy of his attentions ; my heart, as you know, is 
b6 longer at my own disposal. 

Vio. Don't distress yourself, my pretty, paleolooking 
Amy : Victor won't break his heart for any woman in 
the world ; bis hawks and his dogs are too dear to him ; 
but Captain Rosenford How, be sig^hs and he languishes. 
O, he's a true knight-errant in love. Ah ! you are 
very fortunate so soon to become your own mistress ! 
a happy bride, away you go, and, for poor pitiful me, 
why 1 must be content to hover about this lonely 
ch&teau like the large white owl which we frequently 
see in the ivied battlement. 

Amy. Speaking of the owl, Violette, I had a fright* 
fal dream last night : it must have been an ill omen. 

Vio» An ill omen I Did you dream, then, that you brok6 
your wedding ring? or that Captain Rosenford, like 
most soldiers, had been found guilty of having more 
than one mistress ? 

Amy. Really I feel quite ashamed of my supersti- 
tion ; I dreamt*— it was nothing— let us change the 
subject. 

Vio. Nay, this reluctance doubles my curiosity to 
hear ; suffer me to interpret this awful vision. 

Amy. You laugh ; but still your request shall be 
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ffalisfled. Listen I methought that I was retiring to 
re»t in my own little chamber, and on looking through 
the lattice, I distinctly saw a man in the garden me- 
nacing me with a dagger ; I attempted to scream, but 
coul<} not ; at that instant, the assassin approached me 
through the window ; I wanted strength to escape ; my 
pursuer stood over me, and, on lifting my eyes ITear- 
fully towards him, I beheld in bis pallid features those 
of my guardian, count St.Angeville, your father. 

Vio. My father ! Oh, Amy I 

Amy. It was but a dream, recollect ; yet mark the 
conclusion : methought, though be lifted high his 
dagger, still he forbore to pierce my bosom, for sud- 
denly, I, Amyipassonet, had assumed your form, and 
become Violette St. AngeYille. 

Vio, A very interesting romance, upon my word, 
and a very pretty situation you bring me into at the ter- 
mination ; ha, ha, ha 1 but positively. Amy, your next 
dream must end with a marriage instead of a dagger, 
unless you expect to kill me with etinui at the recital . 
Hark ! 

; Von. \WUhout.'\ Der tarn obstinate! 
-• Mad. XWithout.'\ Nonsense, don't tell me I 

Vio. Yonfranc and Madame, like married folks, al- 
ready wrangling and quarrelling. 

Enter MadxVlE and Vonfranc. 
Mad, O children I have you heard ? 
-^^y- I Heard what? 

Mad.' A savage man has been seen in the forest: 
what will become of us ? all men are bad enough ; but a 
savage one— the Virgin defend me. 

Von. Ugh ! der poor kreter ! sombody vat beg for 
der bit of bread, dat is all, childer. 

Mad. I tell you, there are unheard of accounts of his 
barbarity ; he entered a cottage, and devoured three 
full-grown children ; the children themselves can 
speak to it. 

Mad. A)t t ik*s all very well ; but, for my part, I see 
nothing at all to laugh at. 

Amy. Let us retire, Violette : should there be any 
real grounds for this story, we are not safe on the ve- 
randah. 
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Mad. Nobody's safe; neither y<iu, nor I, nor any 
other youngs woman in the forest. 

Von, Ho ! ho ! ho ! if a dat he only interromp der 
younk wonians, madame Lantone, you haf been a saf 
dese forty year. 

Mad. Ugh! 

Vio. Hush 1 here comes Victor : we snail hear his 
opinion of this singular account. 

Enter Victor, buried in thought. 

Victor, can you impart any tidings of the savage man ? 

Vic. I—no— I was thinking — 

Vio, Of Amy, or your new greyhound ? Come, come, 
Victor ; Amy is not to be deceived. ^ 

Vie. Indeed, then — 

Vio. What? 

Vie. O !— I'm going into the forest. [Exit. 

Vio, Indeed, then, what? O! i*m going into the 
forest. There's a grand scene and an exit for ye. 

Amy, Going into the forest now — so late, too. De- 
tkin him— 

Ft'o. No, no; pray don't: should he encounter the 
savage'man, they*ll be very suitable companions for each 
other. Where's the count, madame Lantone ? 

Mad. Shall I seek him ? 

Vio. No ; he's here already — 

> 
Enter St. Anobville. 

Are you going abroad, too, sir ? 

St, A. Yes, Violette : some poor fugitive, whom the 
foresters misname a savage man, has been committing 
depredations in the gardens ; 1 have seen the unfortu- 
nate more than once ; while I have been out hunting, 
he has crossed my path, and I have given him charity ; 
lest in the pursuit they do him barm, i go to interpose. 

Vio. [Aside,"] Looks this like an assassin, Amy? 

Amy, Cruel Violette ! Dear sir, this benevolence is 
worthy that breast which knows so well to compas- 
sionate the misfortunes of its fellow-creatures. 

St. A. [Who hat regarded her with severity ^ smiling 
as she fixes her eyes upon Aim.] My charming Amy I 
I'm sorry you, who can so readily sympathise 
with the hard lot of a stranger, cannot sacrifice some 
little portion of your pity for the sufferings of my un- 
happy Victor. 

Amy, Alas ! I — [Aside in tears to V10LBJ.ICB.J Ab| 
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Violette, ikis is the poDiard with which your father 
pierces my bosom. 

9^10. Dear sir, does the ingenuousness of Amy deserre 
this harshness ? 

St, A. Pardon me. Amy, my sweet Amy I — but the 
distress of my noble boy ! — you have said — 

Amy, I never can be his : I have sworn before 
heaven, solemnly to become another*8 — Victor, I«— I 
never e(m be lUs, 

St, A, [Coldly,'] You never shall. 

Amy. {Trembling. STirl 

St. A. \Taking her hand mildly,] No, Amy, I will 
not urge this affair further ; no, no ; never, never : 
Follow me, Vonfranc ; I shall want my gun. [Exit, 

Von, [Aside.] Ich don't half a like a dis ; Teh am a 
miserable old dog ; Ich sail undairstand — mein peau- 
tifttl bipe, too ; ugh ! [Exit, 

Vio. Gome, dear Amy, let us in; evening gathers 
round us. 

Amy. Pray indulge me a few moments, and alone, to 
compose myself. 1*11 follow instantly. 

Vio. Now for one of your melancholy moods ; I shall 
chide you, Amy ; attend me, madame Lantone. 

Sf^it Violette and Madamb. 
! he little dreams how much 
uneasiness my affection for him costs me. Alas I if 
that the friends of my childhood, my parents, still ex- 
isted, and we had met, as amid scenes of past delight, 
the happiness of Amy had been indeed complete. 

SONG. 

Still dear in thought my native vale, the mountains clad 

in blue ; 
The flowVs my young hand planted, that *neath those 

mountains grew ; 
The vineyard green through which I stray'd, from dawn 

to set of day ; 
The rosy bank whereon I knelt, and twisted garlands 
gay ; 
Fond memory bids me still deplore. 
With many a charm that lives no more ; 
My mother*s smile, so fond, so kind. 
My happy home, my peace of mind. 
If once more sought my native vale, through scenes of 

early home. 
With him my young heart dotes on, what transport still. 
^ to roam I 
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The rustle song with him to stiare, the tillage dance to 

join. 
From brighter splendour* s maze apart, what happy 
joys were mine ! 
Till then my heart must oft deplore, &c, 

[Exit. 

SCESE III.- A thick Wood twisted with Vines; the 
back part qf the stage is nearly enveloped in darkness^ 
and clusters qf foliage, A gun is fired at a distance. 
Antoine rushes wildly in ; he has a dead white fawn 
upon his shoulder (Music) he stops — trembles viO' 
lently—goes round the stage — listens — holds up the 
fawn and exults — a horn sounds — he listens again, 
retiring gradually to the music, A second gun is fired 
nearer; he drops the fawn, and hurries out, back 
ground. 

Enter Victor, with a gun on his shoulder, and Fores* 

ters, armed, 

Vic, Which way can my father have turned ?-~should 
he encounter this ruffian, desperate from pursuit — the 
clouds too becoming darker and darker : — What have 
we here? a fawn, and newly slain. 

For, [Taking up the fawn'] I know it: it wears the 
mark of a cotter on the borders of the forest — ii was 
the pet of his children ; the robber Antoine cannot be 
far distant. 

Vic, But my father ! his absence distresses me great- 
ly ; he could not so suddenly, have returned to the ch&- 
teau — alone in this gloomy forest — in his state of de- 
•?pondency,too — ^judging by my own feelings— 1 — father I 
Count St. Angeville ! ho I hillo I ho * 

[Exeunt, Sfc. 
Music, When they are gone, Antoine returns to search 

for Viefawn^ which the Forester has carried away ; 

he indicates hunger and disappointment — he weeps^ 

leaning against a tree for support. 

Enter St. Angetille. 

St, Ang. My son ! Victor ! whither has my abstrac- 
tion led ine? i know not where 1 wander. [Antoine 
starts, listens^ and hastily retires with an invclun' 
tary bwrst of alarm.'] Some one moves ! O ! a passing 
bird, scared by a presence hateful to myself. So, 
after a life of pride and affluence, three days may 

b3 
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terminate my reign of grandear ; my children too — 
were this weak girl Amy in her grave, or from the world 
concealed, — I've thought of that long and frequently, — 
who then could prove the balance of my guardianship a 
fraud? no one: but how to accomplish such a pur- 
pose? — how Ah 1 what would'st thou? 

Enter Antoine. 

Ant. Food ! 

St. Ang. They seek thy life ! what art thou ? Speak. 

Ant. An outcast from the world, 1 have no home, no 
refuge save my. bed of leaves in yonder den ; *tis there 
I groan unheard, and meditate upon the persecution 
that makes me desolate. 

St. Ang. What crime could sink thee to this abject 
state ? 

Ant. Thou hast been kind to me ; thou* It not harm 
me ; therefore, I answer, my offence was 

St. A. What? 

Ant. [Mi/steriou8ly'\ Murder! 

St. A. Murder said'stthou? *tis a fearful deed. 

Ant. I loved and was repulsed : my rivars blood best 
painted my revenge :<- were it to do again, for such a 
triumph I should not tremble. 

St. A. But remorse 

Ant. Is it more stern than poverty ? 'tis poverty that 
makes me what I am, not guilt ; had I gold to glut 
their appetites, would men hunt me like the wolf? no ; 
penury distinguishes an assassin — wealth a conqueror ! 

St. A. There flashes the conviction. I*m resolved ; 
tell me, deserted, hated of the world, what would*st thou 
dare to better thy condition ? 

Ant. All I have dared again. 

St, A. Were 1 to trust thee, my security would be — 

Ant. My fear of apprehension. I dare not held 
communion with mankind, lest 1 denounce myself, 

St. A. [c^fter apause} I have an enemy whose life 
is hateful, standing as 'twere *twixt me and happiness ; 
a poniard in thy hand, and wealth in mine ; my enemy 
defenceless. 

Ant. Think your enemy dead : give me but meaus to 
quit this life of wretchedness — in other climes to be 
again secure, — my hand is desperate, and thou may*st 
command it. 

St. A. When the bell of the convent clock strikes 
ten, come to the little chapel in the forest; but be 
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cflKfut no eye observe thee. 

Ant. *Tis plain 1 must. 
I St, A. Thou'lt find refreshment there; wa^ mj 
arrival 

Ant. Thoa'lt not betray me ?-— 

St, A, No ; on my soul 1 

Ant. At ten ! 

St. A, When the clock strikes-- 

Ant. I come. [Ham,'] Ah ! 

St. A. *Tis my son : begone, begone, and leave me : we 
mast not be seen together ; Victor, L-^lHurties out. 
Antoinb goes up the stage : horn,'] 

SCENE IV. — An elegant apartment of pink and gold^ 
fwmished sumptuouslg ; a bronze lamp bums on a 
candelabre when lighted in the course of the scene. 
In the back ground^ a paiir of folding-doors open to 
a chamber^ in which a white bed is partially distin- 
guished : beyond it, a latticed window, behind which 
the Moon to rise : R. a practicable door leading to a 
second chamber ; l. another window, practicable, with 
curtains. Table^ Sfe. 

Enter Madame Lantone, from the centre chamber^ 

Mad. There, there, there ! every thing is nicely ar- 
ranged ; and now. Mademoiselle Amy, you may go to 
your chamber as early as ever you please. To be sure 
when I look at her in the nice white bed yonder, she 
does remind me so of the sleeping beauty, in the Fairy 
tale ; but why not marry our dear Victor ? he appeared 
quite disconsolate this afternoon — Captain Rosenford 
could have had our pretty Violette ; then, who knows 
but I and Vonfranc might have completed the bundle of 
Yatches ? — 

Enter Vonfranc, with a lamp, l. 

Von. By coming in at der end, like der brimstone, 
madame Lantone — ah ha ! dat*s der glorious jhoke ; ha, 
ha, ha ! 

Mad. Monsieur Vonfranc, l*m astonished at your 
repeated indecorums — what impropriety to 'approach 
me in this apartment ! alone too. 

[Closing the folding-doors. 

Von. [holding up the lamp] Dis apartment ! vat a 
teflfel dis place? O I der bet a room ; Ich hopes vat der 

b3 
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owl Yomans is not going to. take a der liberties yid a 
aUe. Ha, ha, ha ! 

[He lights and trims the chamber lamp, on eati' 
delahre. 

Mad. I take liberties with you ! — you abominable 
man I — talk of the savage who is said to haunt the rocks of 
La Charbonniere : my life on*t, he would treat a person 
of my discretion and delicacy with more decorum. 

Von. Perhaps you never break his nice pipe, ugh ! 

Mad, What malice ! so this is your revenge ? — but, 
sirrah, I shall show a proper contempt of you — ^you 
seek to take advantage of my frailty ; you think I*ra 
a lone woman ; but now I woud'nt marry you, faugh! 
no, not if there was another man to be met with in the 
world. Ugh ! [Elxit in a rage. 

Van, Ich belief you voud marry der teffel himself, 
soone as vot you vould tie der tam owld maid : but I 
dont tink vot der teffil himself vould a haf a you. 

SONG— 3/ocfe German Air. 

Der Teffil he put on his Sunday clothes, 

And tied his pig-tail in a bag : don*t ye hear ? 
His mostacioes he curl vid a twist round his nose, 

And mounted his tall a black nag^O dear ! 
But vere was der Teffil a going so gay ? 

Into der Hartz forest to ridt* , to ride ; 
Der leetle birds shuckle — 'twas Valentine day, 

And der Teffil he vant for a bride. 
To ride 
By his side. 

And der Teffil he vant for a bride. 

Enter Amy and^ioi^mT-E^ followed by Madamb, with 

a taper. 

Amy. You were singing, good Vonfranc. 

Vio, A love-sonnet in praise of Madame Lantone's 
beauty, doubtless. 

Von. O mein pretty childers ! Teh am always merry 
▼en dat Ich know you are veil a— ha, ha. 

Vio. But Madame Lantone doesn't appear in her usual 
spirits, Vonfranc — ^has any thing — — 

Amy. A truce to this raillery, Violette — your father 
approaches. 

Enter St. Angbville: 
SU Ang, Not yet in bed, girls, this rough night? 
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Vio, The clock hath not struck ten. 'Tis early yet.- 

Si. Ang. Your brother thinks not so. He sleeps ere 
now. Vonfranc, *tis you I sought; give me the chft- 
teau keys, and then to rest. 

Von. Min lort ? 

St. Ang. [roughly'\ The keys of the chftteau gate ! '" 

Von. bis a long a years I always carry der keys to 
mein bed a side — and to-night a — [St. Ajuq. gives him a 
terrible ^ooA*]— vel, min lort, der keys — day are below. 

[Clock strikes, 

St. Ang, There, the clock is striking — to bed, to bed, 
all of ye. 

Vio. What ails my father? 

St,Ang, What should ail me, save fatigue ? Goo<l 
night, Violette ! farewell. Amy. 

Amg, [with sweetness"] FareweWi "why not good 
night to me, dear guardian ? You speak as though we 
were to meet no more. 

St, Ang. Did I say farewell ? Good night, Amy I 
■ [Goinpf. he returns.'] Heaven bU'SS you ! Heaven bless 
you ! [Kisses her,] Von franc, follow me : I must have 
X\kd keys. 

Von, I3S4, mein lort ! you saU a. 

[Exit St. Amg. and Vonfranc. 

Vio, How strange this conduct ! 

Amy. Alas ! I have offended deeply in daring to re- 
fuse your brother's hand : and thus, the count's anger and 
esteem contend for my forgiveness : well, well : this gloom 
will soon pass over, like a cloud crossing the sun, and 
then, Violette, the brightness will seem brighter still. 

Vio, Let us to repose 
- Mad, Here are tapers. [She has lit two on the table. 

Amy, Sweet slumbers to Madame Lantone ! 

Vio, And pleasant dreams. 

Mad, "iAside] Ah ! I*m sure I shall dream of that 
monster Vonfranc : bless ye, my dear children — good 
night ! [Music: they kiss her, she goes out. 

Amy. I cannot forget my strange dream ; 1 tremble 
now. 

Vio, Ha, ha, ha ! Away with these weak fancies— 
are they worthy a soldier's mistress ? 

Amy, I own I am to blame. Pardon me, Violette. 
[Music: they embrace, Violette takes up one <{f 
the tapers, and goes out R. 

Amy, Hark! surely some one paces the corridor— 
ah, again— no -—no -'-it wai mere imaginatioiu 
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{^Musie : she opens the folding-doors^ and the form ef 
a man ( Antoine) appears at the window ; us he 
vanishes, the moonlight falls on the drapery qf 
the bed. Amy screams. 

Enter Violettb hastily, 

Vio, What has happened ? 

Amy, [Trembling} 1 thought I saw— I'm certain 
[Gazing fearfully'\ And now — a, ha, it was only the 
moonlight on the curtains. How childish I am ! 
*■ Vio. You'll not rest in your own chamber with such 
impressions on your timid mind. For me, I have no 
fears of ghosts or spectres : 1*11 sleep in your bed, you 
in mine. 

Amy. No, indeed ; I cannot — 

Vio. Nay, I must have it so. 

Amy. 1 own this kindness much relieves my heart ; 
but — 

Vio. Ha, ha, ha ! You are a sad coward, Amy ; 
should the goblin or the savage roan appear, depend 
on't, rU scream loudly for assistance. Be sure ypu 
come. 
S^ Amy, Be sure I will. Heaven, heaven bless you ! 

[Music : they commend" themselves to Heaven, then 
separate and exit y Violbtte into Amy's chamber. 
Amy r.— >as they retire, Antoine looks cautiously 
after them through the curtains qfthe other win- 
dow : he enters with caution, and extinguishes 
the lamp : at that moment Vonfranc comes in : 
he (Antoine) conceals himself behind the table. 

Van. Ich have leave mein lamp— ah— all in der dark, 
dat is der most extraordinarie — who should put it out, 
and der toder too ? — Ich not understood — ah I dis is de^ 
comic trick of mamselle Violelte ; der pretty shild ! — 
still Ich must a haf mein lamp ; or Ich cannot go to 
mein chamber. 

[Music : he goes to the table, and feels for his lamp ; 
as he passes round, Antoine crawls b^ore him 
on his hands and. knees; Vonfranc touches 
Antoine — a chord: they both start forward and 
stahd, R. and h. 

Von, Vat is dat I der TeflU ! how mein heart boomp a I 
ah! 
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[VioLBTTB is heard singing a h$fmn-like air, 

^Organ music.) Vonfranc listens with devotion. 

Antoine trembles violently* 

Von, She sing der song of der angel ; it make me 

tink Tat I sail hear in heffen — yat vas dat vich I touch ? 

O noting, noting but der tam leg of der table — I must 

haf a mein lamp. . 

\^Music: asheappro^iches thetable^ he crosses Ajx- 
TOiNE, who steals again behind the curtains. 
Van. Ah, ha ! here it is a — now I sail pull out mein 

phosphorous box a, and ah ! mein Got ! vat is dat 

yich I see ? der count come a dis vay — he look a like 
der ghost — now he listen at der doors as he pass-*— Ich 
am very uneasy — Ich sail not go to mein bet^Ich sail 
stay vere dat Ich am. 

. [^Music : he conceals himself under the table^ as 
the Count enters with a lamp : he is pale and 
haggard, 
St, Ange, Not a soul stirring save myself — His a 
stormy night — the moon suddenly over-clouded — the 
raiu descenrls in torrents — ^the thunder rages now — 
heaven itself seems to threaten me — I'll not do it — yet 
to sustain shame, infamy, the scorn of insulting ene- 
mies — [Bell tolls]— Wa the signal— Antoine— hist 1 

[jl/ttcic; Antoine l{fts up the drapery with his 
extended hands ^ and as he stands wUh his back 
to the window, the forked lighteing, Jlashing 
past, gives him almost a demoniac appearancCy 
at which ^T, AvGEVihJ^E himse^ shudders. 
Ant. Now what am 1 to accomplish? 
St, Ang, This purse is your reward — yonder sleeos 
your victim :— when dead, you roust convey hence the 
body, and bury it among the rocks of La Charbonniere. 
Ant. *Tis done ! your dagger. 

St, Ang, Mine 'tis here. 

Ant, i go —yet stay — 1 have heard the footsteps of 
some intruder. 

St. Ang. Impossible: where should he conceal him- 
self?— only iu yon closet — [holds the lamp, r.] 'Tis 
empty; ah! should Vonfranc have left his chamber — I'll 
try the doorman instant — I'll try the door — 

[Goes out taking the lamp, followed by Antoine. 

Von. [Coming cautiously forward] Dat is gootl 

Ich haf der key-^[holds up the key,]— Der door is lock 

— Ich sail hide myself. Ich sail vash meinself all der 

night. ,{Exit, R. into the closet 
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R§'^nUr St. Anqbvillb and Antoins. 

Si. Ang, The door made fast ! all secure— Violette 
.asleep too^-^LUtens at door, R, lookt under table,'\ 
Now ! your dagger— quick * 

Ant, {_Going to chamber , retumt'] So innocent ! — 
Ir — 1<— no, I cannot — 

St. Ang. Wretcb ! am I betrayed ? Think of your 
gttilt, your famine. You are in my power ! Delay not 
•-baste — come, come, — [Partially opening the door. 

Ant. Famine ! horror ! I [Rtuhes in, 

St. Ang, Stay ; stay ; I do repent me ; I — a moment 

:— ague convulses me — ^Antoine— [Violette screams.'} 

Stifle her cries, or we are lost ! {^Closing the door viO" 

* ientlg.l Confusion! Victor — you— I 

[Victor rushes in, his sword is in his hand. 
Vie. Amy*s voice 1 father ! 
St. Ang. My son! away— go— fly! 
Vie. Fiends haunt me to-night. I cannot sleep. 
That scream ! it sounds again ! {Scream fainter. 

* St. Ang. [Dragging him back as he approaches the 
chamber.] No ; forbear ! forbear i 

Music : <u they struggle the doorfiies open, and An- 
toins enters with a dagger in his Irft hand ; his 
right grasps a lamp, which he holds towards the 
chamber : his looks are full of agitation, 
AnL Belold ! 
Vic. O my father ! my father ! 

Enter VovrRANC. r. 

Von. Save her ! save her ! mercy ! 
JUusic: a picture is formed in an instant: VoN- 
FRANC tiinks on his knees, c, gazing at Antoine. 
St. Angevillb presents a pistol to silence 
him. Victor stands on the l. his face buried 
in his hands. Antoine JUls up the ^roup. 
Thunder. Drop falls. 
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ACT 11. 



SC£N£ l.^A r<tom in the ferr^f-h^use qfLa Char-^ 
bonniere, furnished with a table ^ chairs, and a Jire ; 
a lamp^ fiask^ S(c, on table. Practicable door^ l. 

\ a windoiv, through the shutters cf which the storm is 
heard and seen at intervals. 

Bertrand and Captain RosENFORD, seated. ■ 

Ber. St. Basil be good unto us, my young master, 
but this is, indeed, a perilous night ; the crazy cork 
trees do nothing but crack, crack, crack, as though all 
Belzebub*s postillions were driving their general through 
the forest. You are a fortunate man, captain, to be 
under the cover of the ferry-house. 

Rosen, Fortunately unfortunate, honest Bertrand. In 
the first place, it was unfortunate, that the rushing down 
of the water should render it unsafe to cross the ferry, 
just as I arrived. Secondly, it was unfortunate that 
the storm, raging, as it still does, should have prevented 
my returning, to pass the night at the ch&teau. though 
not a league distant ; but then again, thirdly, it is for- 
tunate I have your company, and your good cheer, by 
way of an agreeable consolation, although I can scarcely 
keep awake, I confess. 

Ber, Ah ! your honour's a merry gentleman. I have 
much to thank the storm for: but, captain, you don^t- 
like the wine-*-recollect it may serve to keep out the 
cold. 

Rosen, O ! never fear, but what I'll do my duty by 
your liquor. You never heard of a good soldier flinch- 
ing from his bottle, any more than he would from his 
enemy. 

Ber, Ah, captain, if you would but sing me that 
brave song with which you have made the woods echo 
so often, when you and I, and my young master, Victor, 
were in the habit of hunting together. 

Rosen. With all my heart ! You are an old acquaint- 
ance, Bertrand, and I won't refuse you. 
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SONG. • 

When the dogs are abroad, and the wolf is astray, 

HiUio ! hillio ! hillio ! 
What joy through the forest to gallop away. 
Mid the dew-spangled leaves, at the red dawning day, 
While the horn sweetly winds to the forester's lay ! 

Hillio ! hillio! ho ! lo ! , 
While the horn sweetly winds to the forester's lay— 

Hillio ! hillio ! hillio ! 

When the wearied sun sinks to the mountains again, 

Hillio ! hillio ! hillio ! 
And huntsmen fatigued lie around on the plain, 
What pride o'er the wolf's head a flagon to drain. 
And shout while the glad horns re-echo the strain, 

Hillio* hillio! &c. 

[Bertrand, who has been drinking during this 
tong, hasjfaUen asleep at its conclusion, 

Rosen, My worthy host fallen asleep ? — ray servant 
Felix, who has been absent to see after the horses this 
last hour, has, I suspect, followed the ferryman's ex- 
ample. Egad ! my heavy eyes tempt me also to take 
the hint: on yonder rude couch 1*11 throw myself till 
sunrise, and then to cross the ferry. [Exit, 

Ber. Hillio ! hillio ! hillio ! [He wakes,'] Hillio 
seems to have taken his leave. Ah I ha ! what old 
Bertrand's bed is better than no bed at all ! I half 
believe I've been winking myself. I'll take another 
drop, and [Knock at door,"] Who the devil's that? 

Ant. [Without,'] Bertrand I Bertrand! 

Ber, It's poor Antoine ! I wish I'd never given him 
any relief; its only encouraging villany, I fear; and — 
but then he*s a persecuted man, hunted by justice 
— for what I can't tell. Well! well! it's no business 
of mine— the bread we give away in charity, we give 
away in charity : a good christian does'nt stop to ask 
the fellow starving at his feet whether he's honest or 
not : the night is cold and wet, so come in, Antoine — . 
but be careful — I'm not alone. 

[Music, — He opens the door — Antoine appears 
with^VioLETTE insensible in his arms. 

Ant, Alas ! good Bertrand, see what is to be done ? 

Bci\ A woman ! Antoine! whose cruel work is thi^? 
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Ant. Mine ! mine! mine ! HeaTen of pity give me aid 
for this unfortunate 1 

Ber. Wretch! and is it thus yon requite my hos- 
pitality — my past acts of kindness, by bringing here 
your hellish deeds to accomplish my ruin ? Murder ! 
murder! Captain Rosen ford! 

AnL Ah ! a soldier ! fiends ! men ! ha, ha, ha ! 

[Music, — He sntUehes Violette from the eane 
couch on which he had placed her^ and huv" 
ries out gm Rosenforo enters^ hastily. 

Rosen. What is it 1 behold ? 

Ber, An assassin ! 

Rosen, Ah ! monster 1 stay and endure a soldier's 
vengeance. Bertrand, you fly and alarm the chdteau 
for me: — terrible doubts — distraction fills my mind. 
Amy ! — I'll follow yon demon in human form — he or I 
shall perish. {Riuhes out, — Thunder and Lightning. 

SCENE II. — A tapestried bredl^ast'parlour in the 
fhAteau — the window- shutters are closed — Von franc 
enters, pale and melancholy, r. — he tries the door 
practicable, l. 

Von. No, all fast : here Ich am, like a der little mouse 
in der trap. Ah ! Ich sail be mush happy in mein 
grave. Mein poor Amy ! inein dear a shild a — now — 
see is gone. Ich haf nothing to remember her — mein 
pipe a ! ah, dat curse owld modair Lantone ! all, all 
gene, all mein comforts ; mein pipe and mein leetle 
shild. Veil, yell, dey half drag me into dis chamber ; 
but Ten 1 sail get a loose Ich sail revenge myself— Ich 
sail tear der *sassin all into pieces — Ich sail proclaim 
his guilt a to all der world — I sail. Amy— mein heart is 
break ! mein heart is break ! 

Music. — The door ii slowly opened, and Victor 
enters'^he locks the door after him, and ob- 
serves Vonfranc, who appears lost in grief. 

Vie. Alas ! [Apprwiches him,^ My friend, if I can 
now address even you, by that sacred name. Oh 1 how 
shall I give utterance to the anguish of my despairing 
breast? 

Von. [Fiercely,"] Yoadere ! Victor! Vy for am I lock 
in dis chamber ? Vy for you dare to drag me here ? 1 sail 
demand der vengeance on dis murderers of niein' Amy. 

Vic. Ah ! Vonfranc ! you never gazed so sternly on 
me till this bitter moment : ' there never was a moment 
in which I could less sustain tiiose angry frowns. Good 
old man I if you ever loved me — if ever you treasured 

c 
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the immortal happiness of that dear «age\, on the head 
of whose earthly destroyer you now silently invoke 
perdition — promise me to bury eternally in your breast 
the dreadful secret of last night— promise me , 

Van, Nevairl nevair! I 

[Clasping his hands, and lifting them towards 
heaven. 

Vie, [Throwing himself on the earth."] Forbear in 
mercy 1 oehold me at your feet. — I bathe them in my 
tears, and thus miserably lifting my hands, implore of 
you the life of my father. Can I liye, and behold him 
perish ignominiously ? — ^his livid countenance dis- 
severed from his body, and held to the gaping mul- 
titude, a spectacle of shame and horror. Vonfranc, have 
pity on me ! pity ! pity ! 

Van. [In tears, shaking his hand,'] Goot a son! 
Victor I goot a shild ! 

Vic, You weep ! my eyes will never more be dry. 
Vonfranc, you have nursed me when an infant in 
your arms— you have found in the house of St. Ange- 
ville, for many years, an asylum — a home ; and 
will you now, that the unfortunate heir of that house 
sinks thus humbly in the dust, be the first to brand him 
with misery and ruin? You cannot, will not betray 
my father. 

Van, Dear rboy ! Ich sail not betray der parent of 
Victor! Ao! no! vat Ich haf a witness sail consume 
der ould man*s heart, and vid der owld man's heart 
expire. Come, come a, dere is von eye vat see all — it 
is for him— it is for a him — poor Victor ! poor Victor ! 
mein Got ! 

Vic, [Throwing himself into his arms.} O, my friend ! 
my friend I [Knock at the door.] 'Tis my father: for 
his sake let us seem composed — remember I 

Van, Ich nevair can forget. 

[Victor wUoeks the door ; St. Angbville enters, 
hastily. 

St, Ang, [Coldly, not looking a£ Vonfranc] Von-' 
franc I you have spoken with my son — you comply — ^ 

Vic, He has promised. 

St, A, [ Warmly,] Promised ! he most swear : the 
honour of our house demands it. 

Von, [ WUh bitterness,] The honour of dis house, 
inein lort, is now writ in der characters vat noting sail 
erase. 

St, A. This insolence ! you forget your duty towards 
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• Von, Alas ! you haf forgel your duty towards your- 
self, mein lort. 

St, A . Dog ! you would betray the trust of your master. 

Von. You haf betray der trust of mein master vat is 
new der saint in heffen. 

St. A. Vonfranc ! of what is it you would accuse me ? 
If the sayage who haunts these gloomy woods comes, 
desperately, to my house at midnight, with murder in 
his neart, am I to blame ? 

Von. Mein lort, oy ; for den, yen my cries had cause 
der apprehension of dat fiend, yy for did you threaten 
der poor Germau*s life ? 

St. A. 1*11 answer nought. Art thou thy master's 
judge? Swear neyer to impart to mortal ear the my- 
stery of last night ; or thus, despairing, I seal at once 
my ruin and thy death. {^Presenting a pistol. 

Von. You forget yat is done already. 

St. A. I am desperate I 

Vie. Vonfranc, beware 1 this cruel hesitation distracts 
my father : me, too, it renders wild. What's done, is 
done, and cannot be recalled. 

Mad. Lan. [Without.'] Vonfranc ! Vonfranc ! 

St, A. 'Tis the housekeeper ! to your chamber go :— - 
-go and compose yourself— no— stay 

Von. Dis bettair as it is a. — Ich sail busy meinself*^ 
Ich sail be yeir happy yen dat Ich am employ. 
[Hf opens the shutters, then brings on a table and chairs, 

St. A, Victor, follow me. No; whither would I go?— 
from Amy's chamber all evidences are remoyed. I dare 
not leaye Vonfranc alone with the housekeeper. How 
pale you look, Victor! those looks will betray us. 
What a situation is mine ! — Oh ! 

Vic, Dear father 

St. A. Hush ! be yourself. 

Enter Madame. 

St. A. Madame Lantone, is my daughter stirring? 

Mad. Not yet, my lord ! 'tis early : shall I inform 
her tliat 

St. A. No, no; I'll call her presently; you Let 

us haye breakfast. Go ! [Sits. 

Mad. I'm going, my lord. Why, Vonfranc, your 
features are as ghastly as though you bad been wit- 
nessing a murder ! [They exchange looks. 

Von. Mur mein Got a ! der owtd yomans ! ugh I 

[Turning away.'] Mein bipe a 1 

c9 
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Mad. And you, my dear Victor, you wott*dn*t speak 
to me just now. What can make you so thoughtful ? 
Still thinking about Amy, ey ? 

Vie, Yes— I — I am, indeed, thinking of Amy. 

Mad, Ah, Victor! she*s too apathetic— she's too 
cold for you. 

Vic, Then, you— [Checks hinue{f.'\ Too cold, indeed! 

St. A, {^Fiereely.} Madame Lantone^ why am I not 
attended to ? 

Mad. I'm going, my lord, I'm going: the devil's in 
'em all, I think. [^Exity l. 

Vic. Should Violette enter Amy's chamber ? 

St. A. Weil! is not every thing arranged? The 
body too by this time is in the rocks of La Cbar- 
bonniere. 

Vie. True, true — ^but 

St. A. Hush 1 [^Servant brings in coffee on a salver. 

St. A . You can go 1 Vonfranc will attend. Victor, 
seat yourself. [Exit servant — ^Vonfranc takes salver.'} 
Hark! [Knocking at gate.} We are betrayed! What 
will become of us ? 

Vie. Betrayed ! 

Von. M ein lort ! 

St. A. I know not what I said. Now, madame Lan- 
tone, who comes? [Enter Mad. Lantonb. 

Mad. The marquis Lenoir, and a troop of soldiers. 

St. A. } 

Von. > Soldiers! 

Vic. > 

St, A. The marquis Lenoir ! the seyere magistrate ! 
Well, show him to this apartment. 

Mad. He is here. 

Enter the Marquis, Sfc, 

St. A, This unexpected honour — 

Mar, You'll pardon the intrusion, count, when I say 
we are in pursuit of an assassin ! 

Vic. } 

St. A.> An assassin ! 

Von. S 

Vic. What! What assassin? 

Mar. The depredator Antoine, who conceals himself 
among the rocks of La Charbonniere. You, count, 
knowing the neighbourhood, are required to aid our 
search, in the king's name. 

St. A. I— -yes — O — certainly ; but perhaps you are 
mistaken in your suspicions of Antoine's retreat* 
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Mar. Impossible I our spies have traced him through 
the forest. 



Se. A. . o_s„ . ^iien? where ? 



Vic. \ ®P^^^ • 



Mar, Yesterday, he was seen near this Tery ch&teau. 
Mad. There, I said so, but nobody believed me.— 
Did your lordship hear of the three children whom he — 
S*. A . No ! — ^riot later than yesterday ? 
Mar. No ; but the eye of Ueayen watches him con- 
stantly ; and murder is so odious an offence, that the 
finger of Omnipotence never yet refrained from tracing 
its detested perpetrator even to the earth*s extreme. . 
Vic. Oh ! 

Von. [i^t/de.] Ich tremble so, dat I feel as if Ich 
had done der crime mein ownself. 

St. A, Seat yourself, my lord— [-*4«de to Victor.] 

be careful, Victor, or Marquis, we are proud of your 

company. \^oming to Lbnoir.] A chair ! 

Mar, I thank yon ; I'm somewhat fatigued. [Sif«.] 
Ah ! ray young soldier, you at home ! how fares yoRr 
lovely sister, and mamselle Cassonette % 
Vic. My lord— I — I'm choked with— 
8t» A. O I they both were well last, night when they 
retired-^both — Victor shall apprize them of your lord- 
ship's presence. [Aside to Victor] Go, quit the room ; 
these violent emotions else will — 
Vic, I— I go, [A scream, j 

[The Count and Victor retire hastily to R. 
VoNFRANC stands l. nearly at back^ with 
salver in his hand^ much agitated^^ihe Mar« 
ftuis rises. 
Mar, What has happened ? 

[Amy rashes vn at the door^ l. — she has a scarf 

in her hand; at the sight qf her St. Anob- 

viLLE utters an emotion cf consternation^ and 

falls senseless on the ground^ exclaiming^ 

St, A, Horror I then I have murdered my child I Ha ! 

ha I ha! 

[Falls , Victor continues to gaze on Amy in a 

state <if torpor, without regarding his father^ 

who lies at his feet, Vonfranc, dropping the 

salver, rushes towards Amy. Picture «»- 

stantly. 

Von. Den dey haf kil der wrong ; mein shild ! meln 

Amy ! she is alifl she isalif !-» 

Mad. [Picking up the salver.^ Mercy oa me! Vonfhuie— • 

c3 
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.Mav, What means this distraction ? that scarf ! 

Amy, O yes, she's murdered ! my poor Violette, 
she's murdered ! I heard the assassins approach her 
chamher; she screamed, but terror sealed up all my 
. faculties ; but now I ventured to enter her apartment : 
she \vas not there ; in the garden, though the lattice, I 
beheld — O horror ! on the verandah this fearful evi- 
dence ; but they have torn her from us ! — Oh ! 

[Amy sinks into Vonfranc*s arms. 

Von, Mein Amy ! she is come out of her grave 
again, to make a me happy. Madame Lantone, vere is 
your help a mein dear shild ? 

Mar. [Snatching ike scarf,'] This scarf, then — 

Vie, Belongs to me! His mine — 

Mar, Yours ? Your father*s wildness seems to— see, 
he revives — 

Vic, Oh I my mind wanders : father, dear father ! 

[Raises St. Angevillb in his arms. 

SLA. Where ami? this terrible dream — tell me 
not ! fallen, dishonoured, cursed as I am, tell me not 
that I have slain my daughter 1 Ah ! Amy there ! — too 
true, too true ! Oh, wretched father ! seize me, drag 
me to your dungeons ! Tortures never can surpass what 
now I sutfer ! Hide me from the light of heaven I the 
assassin of my daughter I let me die ! 

Mar, Say'stthou?^ 

Vie. Oh, urge him not ! mygailt has driven him mad. 

Mar, Your guilt ? 

Vic, Yes, mine ! 'twas I— I that did this deed ! 

Von, No, no, no I 

Vic. I denounce myself! Magistrate, do your duty! 

St. A, My son — you — wherefore — 

Vie, [Aside to St. Angevillb.] My father, avail 
yourself of this only stratagem, and fly ; quit the land 
— [to Marquis.] *Tis known to all, how 1 loved Amy 
Cassonette ; she scorned me ; last night, last night, 
therefore, by jealousy impelled, I stole secr«|iy^t6 her 
chamber— I fatally resolved — 
, Mar, To murder her ? 

Vic. Yes. yes ; but, by undreamt of circumstances. 
Amy had changed beds with Violette. 
4 Amy, *Tis true, indeed — 

Mar, Go some of ye and search the chamber— the 
garden — Violette ? 
> Vic, Is far from hence. 
. Mar, Where 2 

Vic, That must be known hereafter ! Till I please. 
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•tujflTi^ripg shall not wving the seeret from me. A«k me 
DO further. 

Jfar. My <)ujty 19 a painful one ; bat he aoonsea him- 
self. Victor St. Aqgeville, I arrest you in the hing'fi 
•name ; grou most with us to the tribunal of Versailles : 
as your superior officer, I command you to surrender up 
your sword. 

Vie. [Starting,'] My sword i 

Ufar. You are no longer worthy to wear it ! 

iSt, A. Not worthy 1 do but hear me — 

Vie, [Aside to St. AnohvillbJ No, no, fathov! 
three years ago, from you I receiTed this sword — I 
swore, in the ardour of youth, if ever we fought side by 
Bidie together, it should be bravely wielded in defence 
of your life ; or, what is dearer than life, your honour ! 
To save you, I now resign my sword ; happy, even by 
such a degradatioin, ifJ can but aeeomplish my design : 
understand me, and fly. [Giving hia eword, which he 
kiMes, struggling with manly tears."] There, my lord; 
there, there — ^I am eontent — lead on ! 

St. A* O— h f [Grasping his hand.] Do not leave me, 
Victor — ^ . 

Vie. Marquis; might I acdc, as an almost facart-lNrdken 
«on, whose miseries even you are bound lo respeet, a 
few moments to oensole my father— *a few moments to 
Invoke his blessing and forgiveness. 

Mar. No way to escape — the window barred-— the 
distance from the ground considerable : your request is 
granted— retire. [He goes o«t, with attendants. 

Von, Der few moments, and alone ; den Ich haf a 
tink ! ha, ha, ha ! my pretty childer, come a-^ 

[taking Amy's hand. 

Vic. '{As AwY is going.] Ere long. Amy, you, even 
you, will notdespise me ! 

Amy, Oh Victor, Victor ! terror and cooSternatlon 
nearly overpower me; I — ^you — my heart is almost 
bursting.- 

[Madame and Von franc lead her out weeping: 

when they are gone, Victor locks the door^ and 

throws himseifinto hisfather^s arms. 

Patiier, father ! as you value my peace of mind, save 

yourself; I beseech, I implore— ere it be too late, think 

of your own life ! 

St, A. And yon ask me to sacrifice yoilt»1 murder 
both my children ! no, Victor, you are young and vir- 
tuous ; I— I am guilty ; I merit death ! In mercy let 
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me throw myself at the feet of justice, there to confess 
my crime, and prove your innocence 1 

Vic, Ah, no I leave me to destiny; knowing your 
safety, then I might acquit myself 1 

St, A, Gruel impossibility 1 no, 1 will not comply; 
there is only one way by which I can atone for my of- 
fence: do not detain me, boy, while my brain, remains 
calm, for this shock hath well nigh shattered my reason 
— release me, release me ! IStnitggling, 

Vie, Father ! pity me I hear me ! hark 1 [Knoelang 
at window^ 'tis Vonfranc ! , 

[VoNFRANC opens the window nith caution, foreintf 
the bars with an iron crow. 
" Von, Escape a now 1 escape a now ! der soldiers 
are in der hall— der coast clear a ! 

Vie, Good old man 1 father, you could conceal your- 
self among the rocks of La Charbonniere till nightfall, 
then to reach the next district— 

8t, A, But not alone, Victor ; you, you go with me, 
or I denounce myself! I have lost one child by my 
own infamy ! death alone shall separate me from the 
other I 

Vic, How, how shall I act ? Instruct me, Heaven I 

St, A. Victor, behold me at your feet ! behold the 
guilty hands of your despairing father lifted towards 
you in miserable supplication; do not, do not yoR- 
abandon me. 

Vic, That ever I should witness such a sight as this I 
it transfixes my soul I IBaising him ifp.] Father, dear, 
unfortunate father 1 let us begone together, even to the 
earth*s extreme ! 

[Aftttic. — They get out at the window—the Mar- 
quis and soldiers are heard at the door, 

SCENE III.— TAe rocks of La Charbonniere, with a 
^mountain- torrent rushing furiously between them : a 
natural bridge crosses the water, with a descent on 
the stage^ l. — on the opposite side, a cavern, 
nearly covered with underwood, near which a no' 
tur^ljountain, 

{^Musie.-^A scream lieard — Antoinb is diseo" 
vered on the bridge, with Violbttb in his 
arms ; he appears almost exhausted, and dc' 
scends wiih difficulty, under the emotion of 
being pursued — on reaching the stage, he 
places VioLETTB oil a rock, and returns to 
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look out— Ae then returns to Violette, watfihet 
her countenance^ and wrings his hands— ^ 
thought strikes him-^he runs to the fountain, 
and takes up mater in the hollow qf his hand^ 
which he sprinkles on her face — she revives. 

Ant, She revives ! she IWes ! ha, ha, ha I 

Vio, My father! count St. Angeville is my father! 
take me back to his arms I 

Ant, St. Angeyille her father! no, impossible ! 

Vio. Alas, this fearful place ! so cold, so desolate ! 
[Shuddering at sight rf Antoinb.] And thou, unsightly 
being, what art thou ? ah ! I know thee now, I know 
thee now ! horrible assassin ! \Shudders, 

Ant, Thy father *twas that bade me take thy life: 
that I shed my own blood_for thine [Shows a wound in 
his arm, by tearing up Ait Aeeve'] and so deceived bim, 
- doth it entitle me to these reproaches ? 

Vio, Seek not to thrill me with so base a falsehood ; 
my father, he — his breast was wrought of kindness — ^he 
never gazed upon me, but his looks beamed like the 
light of heaven ; guilt and he were strangers ; take me 
in pity home; restore me to my father ! 

Ant, Never 1 he would scorn thee ; with gold he 
,made thee mine ; we'll hence together, from him and 
all the world ! Thou*rt mine, mine ! 

Vio, Thine I made me thine ! Heard I aright, or do my 
senses mock me ? Thine ! sooner than that, from yonder 
beetling steep would I rush down into the roaring 
flood ! Sooner than that — ^but oh I in pity do not thus 
nppal.me! If you have a human heart, compassionate 
my tears, while thus in agony I clasp your knees, and 
supplicate for mercy. You weep : defenceless as I am, 
you will not, cannot harm me ! 

Ant, Woman, thou distractest my soul I Rnow'st 
thou whom I am ? 

Vio, That question ! these rocks ! heavens ! a 
thought bursts upon my recollection — your name is — 

Ant, Antoine, the savage ! 

Vio. Lost, lost ! [Falls Ijfeless,'] 

Ant, My very name is lightning that destroys the 
lamb ! She's dead ! she*s dead 1 

[Ashe hangs over her^ 

Enter RoiEvvoRD, on the bridge. 
Paul. This way I heard the scream ! hillio, ho ! 
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jM. [Starting,'] Ah! parsued! Down then with my 
prey, deep, deep into the earth I 

IMunc^He takes Violkttb t» Air amUf and 
■curries her into the eaoem — Paul comes 
down, Ms sword in his hand, 
Rosen, Still he eludes my search I Amy, too, his 
Tietim ! yon cavern ! it must be — 

[JUtirie.— i4« he approaches the casern, Antoikb 
rushes out, wUh a withered branch in his 
hand» 
Ant, Bef^one, intruder ! 

Rosen, Never, wretch, till I have rescued yon un- 
olfondinif woman ! 
Ant, She's raine«^approaoh and die ! 
Paml, Thine I miscreant, tremble I 

[Mnsic-'-theyJight a decided combat^Avronfn 
strikes Rosbnfobd a violent blow^^he falls :-*- 
during the combat, Vonvranc comes suddenly 
on the bridge, 
Rosen, Mercy, I— 
Ant. Revenge I 

[As he lifts the HiUf to strUte Paul, Vonfranc 
shoots him, 
Rosen. My preserver I Vonfranc ! He,too, has sought 
Amy — she yet lives, perhaps, and — 

[Hurries into cavern. 
Von, Ah ! vat is dat he run avay for ? am I not his 
frlont? ah, ba I who is dis ? 'tis a dat tam a ri^gue vat 
loh see last night come to kill mein leetle shild : Ich 
neifer vas so glad to soot any bodies in all mein 
lift} a>. 

[Antoinr, summoning all his energy, attempts 
to strike him, and they fight off-^-homed 
music. 

Enter Victor on the bridge, supporting his father-^ 

a diUant gun is fired, 

Vic They pursue us through the forest : where can 
Vonfranc be with the horses ? He or we must have mis 
taken the path ! Why droops my father thus ? ah I yon 
cavern,— could we but reach it ! 

St, A. Support me ! I am weary, weary to death I' 

[Music— They come down, 

Vic. Why this despair? these wild looks terrify me 
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— [GfuiM 'A^ard] — still 'they come, and no Vonfranc I 
Wnere, where can he be all this time ? Gruel sus- 
pense ! 

\_Mu8ie. — ^Victor comes forward to search for 
Vonfranc, rvhile St. Angetillb is leaning 
against a rock — Enter on the bridge Marquis 
and Soldiers; at a sign from the MxRqviB, 
other soldiers appear on the rocks , the whole 
presenting their guns at Victor — St. Ange- 
tillb suddenly observes them with a wild ejr- 
clamation ef horror, 
St, A, Despair I my son ! escape! escape ! 

iChord. — Victor turns suddenly round at the 
sound of his father* s voice, and his bre<ut is 
fully presented to the aim qf the soldiers. 

Vie. My life 1 

Mar, Prisoner, you must instantly surrender your- 
self to our authority, or the immediate dictate of the 
law, for' a crime like yours, is death. 
^ Vic, I am resispied ; drag me to my fate I 

St, A, [Rushing into Victor's arms,^ No, no, you 
shall not rend us asunder ; the father and his son will 
die together I 
Mar, Soldiers, do your duty ! 

[As the Soldiers are about to comply with the 
command ({jf Lenoir, a scream is heard, and 
VioLETTE enters hastily from the cavern ; 
Victor and Violette are in the Count's 
arms, as Antoine, pursued by Vonfranc, 
com£s in, and sinks down at Violbtte's/m^ 
— a picture is formed, as the Count exclaims^ 
She Ihres I she lives ! bitter, bitter has been my peni- 
tence Pand Heayen has not disdained to hear I 
[Curtain faUs 
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WIVES AS THfiY WERE> &c. 



Mrs. lNCHBA2ti> wal a very it)dij»trH)u« writer £or 
the 8ta|^e» bat not pre*eininen4ily sQCcessfal. iThe 
flay before «s » as UHt a tioecimeB of her talents ia 
camk wrVtHig 80 «ould be selected. 

The Aow of ber dialoirue is tolerably easy, as was 
to be expected from a lady who had so much prae« 
tical experience of the stage ; and in *^ Wites as They 
Wc^, and M^ids fts They Are," ber pl^ft has at least 
the merit of silkmlicity to Tecommend it^ A father 
returns from India under an assumed name, that he 
might under this disguise better examine his daughter's 
character* He 6nd3 her fkshiohable and atta^ed to 
play, which sinks her in debt, and consigns ber to 
a prison. Anger prohibits him iVom assisting ber 
Until after her arrest, when he comes forward tO teHetne 
and discard her. A soft Word lihak^s his resolution, 
and be removes ber from a pHson to give her up at 
the altar to the object of her affections. Such is '^ Maids 
as They Are." 

The second part of the title, we can hardly 6ay 
plot, •* Wives as They Were," is as slightly developea. 
An old-fashioned peer schools his lady into abscHUte 
submission in the country, and brings her to London, 
where she is exposed to the addresses of a gentleman 
of fashion. By a shallow artifice this gentleman 
succeeds in carrving her off from her house, and, 
seized With a sudden fit of penitence, or reverence folr 
the lady's virtue, restores her. The intermediate scenes, 
which do little or nothing towards producing the 
dSnouement^ are not remarkable for any thing but 
the farcical incident of the interchange of co&ts befweeiz 
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Bronzely and Sir William Dorrillon, wLich, neither in 
itself, nor in the circumstances which produce or follow 
it, is very probahle. 

We much doubt if Miss Dorrillon and Lady Mary 
Raffle are fair pictures of our unmarried ladien, or 
Lady Priory of the wives of former days. We doubt 
excessively if our young ladies game to any extent, and 
we shoula in vain search the register of the Fleet or 
Kind's Bench for the name of any such inmates. 
Senaing the ladies to prison is, as the French would 
say, unpen fort. It is a circumstance much more 
likely to affect the authoress than her heroines. No 
such pair as Lord and Lady Priory ever existed. His " 
lordship would not deserve the devotion he meets — 
nor can our annals justify the supposition that the ladies 
of some fifty years ago were more exemplary than those 
of the days of the comedy. 

Bronzely is an impudent man of fashion, and Mrs. 
Inchbald's idea of what she meant by introducing him 
is expressed in her {u-ologue. 

Here, scoureed by wit, and pilloried by fun, 
Tentnousand coxcombs blusn instead of one. 

Yet, so far from blushing after doing what would 
have excluded him from society, he is received with 
open arms, and married off, according to theatric rule, 
at the end of the play, as if nothing had happened. 
Lewis's actinff of^ the part was excellent, and made 
the audience forget its nimsiness. 

It is about to be revived, but we hardly think it will 
meet with marked success. 

" If," says the prologue — 

scenes like these could make the ffuilty think, 

Could teach unfeeling Folly how to shrink, 

Check Affectation's voluble career, 

And from cold Fashion force the struggling tear, — 

why, truly, if scenes like these did so, it would 
he very astonishing indeed. Guilt must have a more 
powerful. Folly a more witty censor; and the spell 
which could draw tears from the eyes of fashion was 
ji&rCr possessed by Mrs. Inchbald. 
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LORD PRIORY.— Blue plain coat, waistcoat, and breeches, with 
a star; grizzle wif, with a tail; white stockings, shoes, and 
buckles. 

SIR WILLIAM DORRILLON.— Puce brown coat and waistcoat, 
with gold embroidered buttons ; black satin breeches ; white silk 
hose, shoes, and buckles. 

SIR GEORGE EVELYN. -^ Blue coat, white waistcoat, very 
light drab breeches, and silk stockings to match. 

MR. BRONZBLY.— First dress, blue coat, with piece of skirt 
cut off. Second dress, black coat lined with buff, with figured gilt 
buttons ; white waistcoat and breeches. 

MR. NORBERRY.— Plain suit of black. 

OLIVER. — Pepper-and-salt mixed coat, waistcoat, and breeches, 
with brass buttons ; gray stockings. 

NABSAR — Brown frock coat, striped waistcoat, and corduroy 
breeches, high shoes. His man, something like him. 

LORD PRIORY'S Liveries. — Yellow coat, laced ; bine waist- 
coat and black breeches ; silver garters. 

MR. NORBERRY'S Liveries. — Plain brown>nd scarlet, with 
black breeches ; worsted lace. ' 

- MR. BRONZBLY'S Liveries. — White coat, scarlet waistcoat, 
black breeches, and worsted epaulet. 

LADY PRIORY.— Dove-coloured silk gown, and white muslin 
apron trimmed with white satin. 

LADY MARY RAFFLE.— White satin sUp, with blue satin 
stripe gauze gown over it. 

MISS DORRILLON.— First dress, white satin slip, white mnslln 
govni trimmed with pink gauze. Second dress, plain white. 
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father, erery word you uttered, every look yon glanced, 
would be received with gentleness and submission : — but 
your present rebukes from Mr. Mandred, (as you are 
called), from a perfect stranger, as she supposes, she 
considers as an impertinence which she has a right to 
resent. 

Sir Will, I wish I had /continued abroad. And yet, 
the hope of beholding her, and of .bestowing upon her 
the riches I acquired, was my sole support through all 
the toils by which I gained them. 

Mr.Norb. And, considering her present course of 
life, your riches could not come more opportunely. 

Sir Will, She shall never have a farthing of them. 

Do yon think I have encountered the perils of almost 

every climate, to squander my hard-earned fortune upon 

the paltry vicious pleasures in which she delights ? No. 

I have been now in your house exactly a month— I will 

stay but one day longer— and then, without telling her 

who I am, I will leave the kingdom and her for ever 

—Nor shall she know that this insignificant merchant, 

whom she despises, was her father till he is gone never 

to be recalled. 

• Mr, Norb, You are offended with some justice : but, 

J as I have often told you, your excessive'delicacy and re- 

^ spect for the conduct of the other sex degenerate into 

rigour. 

Sir W. True— for what I see so near perfection as 
woman, I want to see perfect. FTe, Mr. Norberry, can 
never be perfect ; but surely, wonten, women, might 
easily be made angels I 

Mr, Narb, And if they were, we should soon be glad 
to make them into women again. 

Sir W, [JmrftenAirc to Mr. NoRBERRY.]—SAe sets the 
example. She gives the fashion ! —and now your whole 
house, and all your visitors, iu imitation of Aer, treat 
me with levity, or with contempt. But Til go away to- 
morrow. 

Mr. Norb, Can you desert your child in the moment 
she most wanU your protection ? That exquisite beauty 
just now mature "% 

Sir fV. There's ray difficulty !— There's my strug- 
gle !— If she were not so like her molher, I could leave 
her without a pang— cast her off, and think no more of 
her.— But that shape ! that face ! those speaking looks ! 
Yet, how. reversed I— Where is the diffidence, the humi- 
lity—where is the simplicity of my beloved wife? 
Buried in her grave. 
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Mr. Norb. And/ in all this great town, you may nerer 
- see eyen its apparition. 

Sir W, I rejoice, however, at the stratagem by "which 
I have gained acknowledge of her. heart: deprived of 
ithe means of searching it in her early years, had I at 
present come as her father, she might haye deceived m% 
with counterfeit mariners, till time disclosed the ^impo- 
sition. Now, at least, lam not imposed upon.^ 

Enter Servant, r. 

Serv: Lord Priory. [Exit. 

Sir W. Lord Priory ! 
• Mr. Norb. An old acquaiiftance of mine, 'though we 
seldom meet. He has some singularities ; and yet, per- 
haps • 

J^n^er Lord Priory, r. 

Mr. Norb. My dear lord, I am glad to see you. Mr. 
Mandred — [Introducing Sir William.] My lord, I 
hope T see you in perfect health. 

Lord P. Yes : but in very ill humour. I came to 

London early this morning with my family for the win- 

^ ter, and found my house, after going through only a 

slight repair, so damp, that I dare not sleep in it: and 

so f am now sending and going all over the town to seek 

N for lodgings. 

Mr. Norb. Then seek no farther, but lake up ydur 
lodgings here. 

Lord P. To be plain with you, I called in hopes you i 
would ask me ; for I am so delicately scrupulous in re- 1 
spect to Lady Priory, that I, could not bear the thought 
of taking her to an hotel. 

Mr. Norb. Then pray return home and bring her hither 
- immediately, with all your luggage. 

Lord P. I am most extremely obliged to you [very 
fervently] ; for into no one house^belonging to any of 
my acquaintance would I take my wife, so soon as into 
yours. I have now been married eleven years, and 
during all that time I have made it a rule never to go on 
a visiU so as to domesticate, in the house of a married 
man. 

Sir W. May I inquire the reason of that ? 

Lord P. It is because I am married myself ; and hav- 
ing always treated . my wife according to the ancient 
mode of treating wives, I would rather she should never 
be an eye-witness to the modern household manage* 
ment. . ' 



•fillr If. The aocients, I iieliev-e) were ^ff a#eciuMiiite 
to their wives. 

ij^rd P. And th6y hkd reason to %e bo ; foir tlieir 
wives obeyed ihem. The ancioHts seldom giave Mseta 
tSie liberty to do wrong : 'hoi modem wives -do as they^ 
like. 

Mr, Norb. And don*t you suffer Lady Priory lo ddas 
sfielilces? 

Lord P. Yts, when it is what I like too. But never, 
never else. 

Str TT. Does not this draw upon you the cltaraoter of 
an unkind husband 7 

Lord P. That I am proud of. Did you never observe, \ 
that seldom a breach of fidelity in a wife js exposed, 
where the unfortunate husband is not said to be ** the 
best creature in the world ! Poor man, so good-na- 
tured I— Dotingly fond of his wife! — Indulged her in . 
every thing !~How cruel in her to serve him so!*' 
Now, if I am served «o, it shaJl not be for my good** 
nature. 

Mr, Ntrrb. But I ho^e you equally disapprove of 
every severity. 

, Lord P. {^Rapidljf.l What do you mean by aeverity ? 
' Mr. Norb, You knoW you used to be rather violent m 
your temper. 

Lord P. So I am still— apt to be hasty and passionate 
— but that is rather of advantage to me as a husband — 
it causes me tQbe obeyed without hesitation-— no liberty 
for contention, tears, or repining. I ensure conjugal 
sunshine, by now and then introducing a storm ; while 
some husbands never see any thing but a cloudy sky, 
and all for the wantof a little domestic thunder to clear 
away the vapours. 

Sir W, I have long conceived indulgence to be the 
bane of female happiness. 

Lord P. And so it is. — I know several woman of fa- 
shion, who will visit six places of different amusement on 
the same night, have conpany at home besides, and yet, 
for want of something more, they'll be out of spirits : 
my wife never goes to a public place, has scarce ever 
company at home, and yet is always in spirits. 
Sir W, Never visits operas, or balls, or routs ? 

Lord P. How should she ? She goes to bed every 
night exactly at ten. 

Mr. Norb» In the name of wonder, how have you been 
able to bring her to that? 
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L0r4 R if tuakidg her rise every mornliig at five. 
. Mr, Norb. And so she becomes, tired before mghX ? 

JLcjPct P; Tired to death. Or, if I see her eyed com- 
plete apMl, at bed-time, and she asks me to play one 
game more at picq-uet, the next morning I jog ^^^ elbow 
at half after fbai:. 

Mr. Norb. But suppose she does not reply to the sig- 
nal?. 

Lm^d' P. Then I toni the key ef the door when 1 leare 
the chamber ; and there I find hef when I come home in 
th^ eventof. 
Sir W. And without her having seen ft ereaturo all 
I day? 

' Lord p. That is in my favoar ; for not haring seien a 
Bioghi soul', she is rejoiced even t^ see me. 
Mti. Narb. And will she speak to you after- such 
« usage ? 

jLtii8i2 P. If you only considered how much a woman 
longs, to speak aller being kept a whole day silent, you 
would not ask that question. 

Jtfr. Norb. Well ! this is the most surprising method ! 
Lord P: Kot at all. In ancient days, when manners 
were simple and pure, did not wiyes wait at the table of 
tibefr bosiMinda? and did not angels witness the subor- 
dination ? I' have taught Lady Priory to practise the 
same humble docile obedience — to pay respeot to her 
haafaand in eirery shape and every form — ^no careless 
inaitontion to we^-no smiling poHtenesa to others in 
preference to me — no putting me up in a. oomer^— In all 
iflsemblifift, the considera her hatband as the first 
pcMoi|. 
S£n YF. I ara inpatient to see her. 
h&rAPk But dottH expect a line lady with hij^ f^a^- 
ther% and the ti eteteira of an eaatem concubine ; you 
will see. a modest plain Englishwoman, with a. cap on 
her head, a.bankeraiief on her neck, and a gown of our 
wm Bpanufaelufe. 

Sir W. My friend Norberry, what a contrast mult 
these be batweeM Ladgt Piiory and the ladies in this 
hfouaei 

h9vd P-. [Siartimj^'i Have you ladies In this house t 
Mr. Nor. Don't be alarmed ; they are both single, 
and as»g;m La^y Mery no ideas eoaeerning the mar- 
riage state. 

jLoni'i?. Ave you snure e€' thatt Some skigle women 
•re .moiifi in/onied thap their tHdads b^ioTe. 
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* Mr. Norb, For these ladies, notwithstanding a few 
(what pou would call) excesses, I will answer. 

Lord P, Well, then, I and my wife will be with you 
about nine in the evening ; you know we go to-bed at 
ten. 

Mr. Norb. But remember you bring your own servants 
to wait on you at five in the morning. 
. Lord P. I shall bring but one— my old servant Oliver, • 
who knows all my customs so well, that 1 never go any 
where without him. 

Mr. Norb. And is that old servant your valet still ? 

Lord P. No, he is now a kind of gentleman in wait- 
ing. I have had no employment for a valet since I 
married: — ^my wife, for want of dissipation, has not ' 
only time to attend upon herself, but upon me. Do you 
think I could suffer a clumsy man to tie on my neckcloth, 
or comb out my hair, when the soft, delicate, and tender -^ 
hands of my wife are at my command ? [Exit, a. 

Sir W. After this amiable description of a woman, how 
can I endure to see her, whom reason bids me detest ; 
but whom nature still 

Mr. Norb. Here she comes ; and her companion in folly 
along with her. 

Sir W. There's another woman ! that lady Mary 
Raffle! How can you suffer such people in your 
house ? 

Mr. Norb. She is only on a visit for a few months — 
she comes every winter, as her family and mine have long 
been intimately connected. 

Sir W. Let us go. Let us go. I can't bear the ^ight 
of them. [Going. * 

Mr. Norb. Stay, and for onee behave with politeness 
and good-humour to your daughter— do — and 1 dare ven- 
ture my life, she will neither insult nor treat you with 
disrespect. You know you always begin first. 

Sir W. Have not I a right to begin first? 

Mr. Norb. But that is a right of which she is igno- 
rant. 

Sir W. And deserves to be so, and ever shall be so. 

I stay and treat her with politeness and good-h«- 
mour?*' No— rather let her kneel and implore my . 
pardon. 

Mr. Norb. Suffer me to reveal who you are, and so she 
will . 

Sir W. If you expose me only by one insinuation 
to her knowledge,* our frleadship is that monrant at an 
•nd« 
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Mr, Norb, [Firm/y,] I have already given yoi»r 
my promise on that subject ; and you may rely upon 
it. 

J Sir W. I thank you— I belicTe you — and I thank you. 
t [Exeunt Sir William and Mr. Norberry, r. 

Enter Lady Mart Raffle and Miss Dorrillon, l. 

Miss Dor. [Stealing oii as Mr. Norberry and Sir 
William leave the staffe,'\ They are gone. Thank 
heaven they are gone out of this room, fbr I expect a 
dozen visitors ; and Mr. Norberry looks so gloomy upon 
me, he puts me out of spirits : while that Mr. Mandred*s 
peevishness is not to be borne. 

Ladif M. Be satisfied ; for you were tolerably severe 
upon him this morning in your turn. 

Miss Dor. Why, I am vex'd — and I don't like to be 
found fault with in my best humour, much less when 1 have 
so many things to tease me. 

La^y M. What are they 1 

Miss Dor. I have now lost all my money, and all my 
•jewels, at play ; it is almost two years since I have re- 
ceived a single remittance from my father ; and Mr. 
Norberry refuses to advance me a shilling more. — 
What I shall do to discharge a debt which must be 

Eaid either to-day or to-morrow, heaven knows ! — Dear 
rady Mary, you could not lend me a small sum, could 
you 1 

Lady M. Who ? 1 1 [ With surprise."] My dear creature, 
it was the very thing £ was going to ask of you : for when 
you have money, I know no one so willing to disperse it 
among her friends. 

Miss Dor, Am not I ? — I protest I love to part with 
ray money ; for I know with what pleasure I receive it 
myself, and I like to see that joy sparkle in another's 
eve which has so often brightened my own. But last 
night ruined me — I must have money somewhere. — As you 
can't assist me, ( must ask Mr. Norberry for his carriage, 
and immediately go in search of some friend that can 
lend me four, or five, or six, or seven hundred pounds. 
But the worst is, I have lost my credit — Is not that 
4readful? . . 

Lady M» Yes, yes, I know what it is. 

[Shaking her head, 
! MiM9 Dor, What will become of me ? 

Lady M, Why don't you marry, and throw ftll your 
mlalortimes upon your husband t 
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. Mist Bar. Why dont you marry ? For you have as 
vaay to throw. 

Lacly M» But not so many lovers who would be willing^ 
to receive the load. I have no Sir George Evelyn with 
tAa thousand poundti a year — ^no Mr. Bronzely. 

Miss Dor, If you have not now, you once had: for I 
am sure Bronzely once paid his addresses to you. 

kadyi M, And youhave the vanity to suppose you took 
him from me 7 

MiviDor, Silence !— Reserve your anger to defend, and 
not to attack ne. We should be allies by .the common 
Ues of poverty : aad 'tis time to arm ; for here^s the 
enemy. 

Enter Sir VTiluam with Ma. NorbsrRt, R. 

Sir W. They are here still. 
[Ande to Mr. Norberrt, and offering to go back. - 

JMr. Norb, [^Preventing Am.] No, no. 

Miss Dor. 1 have been waiting heke, Mr. Norberry, 
ta ask a favour of you. [He and Sir William come 
Jori9ard.'i Will you be so kind as to lend roe your car- 
ritge for a couple of hours ? 

Mr, Norb, Mr. Mandred [pointing to Sir William} 
has jnst asked me for it to take him into the city. 

Ladjf M, Oh, Mr. Mandre<l will give it up to Miss 
0&nrUlQii, I am saro : ha can defer his business till to- 
' morrow. 

Sir W, No, madam, she may as well put off hers. I 
h&ve money to receive, and I ean*t do it. 

j|6'«» Dm', I have money to pay, and I can't do it. 

hady M, If one is going to receive, and the other to 
pay money, I think the best way is for you to go together ; 
and then, what deficiency there is on one side, the' other 
nv9 supply. 

Miss Dor, Will you consent, Mr. Mandred ? — Come, 
do ; and 1*11 be friends with you. 

Sir W. [Aside,] '« She*!! be friends with me !" ' 

Mi$sDor, Will you? 

Sir W, No. 

Miss Dor, Well, I oerteialy can ask a favour of 
Mr. Mandred better than I can of any person in the 
world. 

JUrw Nar6« Why eo, Maria ? 

Miss Dor, Because, instead of pain, V can see it gives 
him plewufe to refuse me. 

Sir W, I never confer a favour, of the moat trivia) kind, 
vrhere I have no esteem. 
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Miss Dor. {Proudly,'] Nor would I receive « farour, 
of the most trivial kind, from one who has not libe- 
rality to esteem me. 

Mr. Norb: Gome, Miss Dorrillon, do not grow 
serious : laugh as much as you please, but say nothing 

ihat 

Sir >*''. 1 7V> her impatiently.} From who then can 
. you ever receive favours, except from the vain, the idle, 
' and the depraved ? — from those whose lives are passed 
.^ in begging them of others ? 

' Mjss Dor, They are the persons who know best 
how to bestow them : for my part, had I not 'sometimes 
. felt what it was to want a friend, i might never have had 
. hi^anity to be the friend of another. 

Enter Servant, h. 

^ . Serv, Sir George Evelyn. 

Mr. Norb. And pray, my deari, whose friend have 
you ever been ? — [Enter Sir George Bvklth.]— Not 
Sir George Evelyn*s, . 1 am sure ; and. yet he of all 
others deserves your friendship most. 
S . Miss Dor, But friendship will not content him : as 
soon as he thought he had gained that---^ 
' Sir Geo. He aspired to the supreme happiness of your 
love. 

Miss J}or. Now you talk of " supreme happiness," 
have you provided tickets for the f§te on Thursday ? 

Sir Geo. I have ; provided you have obtained Mr. 
. Norberry*s leave to go. 

Mr, Norb. That I cannot grant. 
. Miss Dor^ Nay, my dear sir, do not force me to go 
without it. 

Mr HT. [WUh viotence.l Would you dare ? 

Miss Dor. [Looking with iurprise,] ^^ Would I dare,'* 
Mr. Maodred ! — and what have pou to say if 1 do ? 

Sir W, [Recollecting kimself.] I was only going to 
say, that if you did, and I w«re Mr. Norberry 

MUs Dor. And if you were Mr. Norberry, and treat- 
ed me in the manner you now do, depend upon it I should 
not think your approbation or disapprobation, your plea- 
sure or displeasure, of the slightest consequence. 

Sir W. [Greatly agitated.] I dare say not— I dare 
say not. Qood morning, Sir George — I dare say not. 
—Good morning, Mr. Norberry. [Goi»g,'\ 

Mr. Norb. Stop a moment. — Maria, you have offended 
Mr. Mandred. 

b3 
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'- Miss Dor. He has offended me. 

Sir W, [At the door, going offS\ I sha'n't offend you' 
lony. 

Mr, Norb, [Going to him^ and taking him by the 
arm.] Stay, Mr. Mandred : Miss Dorrillon, make an 
apology : Mr. Mandred is my friend, and you must not 
treat him with this levity. 

Ladif M, No, no apology. ' 

Miss Dor, No, no apology. But I'll tell you wnat 
IMl do. [Goes up to Sir William.]— If Mr. Mandred 
likes, ni shake hands with him — and we'll be good 
friends for the future. But then, don't find fault with 
me— I can't bear it. You don't like to be found fault 
with yourself— You look as cross as any thing every 
time 1 say the least word against you. Come, shake 
hands ; and don't let us see one another's failings for 
the future. 

Sir W, There is no future for the trial. 

Miss Dor. How do you mean ? 

Mr, Norb, Mr. Mandred sets off again for India to* 
morrow. 

Miss Dor, Indeed ! I thought he was come to live 
in England ! I am sorry you are going. 
• Sir IV, [with earnestness,] Why sorry 7 

Miss Dor, Because we have so frequently quarrelled. 
I am always unhappy when I am going to be parted 
from a person with whom 1 have disagreed ; I often 
thitik I could part with less regret from a friend. 

Sir Geo. Not, I suppose, if the quarrel is forgiven? 

Miss, Dor. Ah ! but Mr. Mandred does not forgive ! 
No I in his looks I can always see resentment. — Some- 
times indeed I have traced a spark of kindness, and have' 
gently tried to blow it to a little flame of friendship ; 
when, with one hasty puff, I have put it out. 

Sir W. You are right. It is— I believe— extin- 
guished. [Exit, Mr. NORBERRY/0//O9t^*M^, L. 

Sir Creo, A very singular man ! 

Lady M. Oh I if he was not rich, there would be no 
bearing him. — Indeed, he seems to have lost all bis 
friends ; for during the month he has been here, I never 
found he had any one acquaintance out of this house. 

Miss Dor. And, what is very strange, he has taken 
an aversion to me. — ^But it is still more strange, that 
although I know he has, yet in my heart I like him. 
He is morose to an insufferable degree ; but then, when 
by chance he speaks kind, you cannot imagine how it 
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soothes me.— He Tvants compassion and all the tender 
virtues ; and yet, I frequently think, that if any serious 
misfortune were to befall me, he would be the first per* 
son to whom I should fly to complain. 

Lady M, Then why don't you fly and tell him of 
your misfortune last night ? 

Sir Geo, [Starting.] What misfortune ? 
% Miss Dor, [To Lady Mary.] Hush! 

Ladjf M. A loss at play.— [To Miss Dorrillon.]— 
I beg your pardon, but it was out before you said 
hash. 

Sir Geo. Ah ! Maria, will you still risk your own 
and my happiness ? 

Miss Dor, Your happiness and mine, sir ! — I beg 
you will not place them so near to each other. 

Sir Geo, Mine is so firmly fixed on you, it can only 
exist in yours. 

' Lady M, Then, when she is married to Mr. Bronze- 
ly, you will be happy because she will be so ? 
> Sir Geo, Bronzely ! has he dared? 
. Miss Dor. Have not ytm dared, sir ? 

• Lady Af. But I believe Mr. Bronsely is the most 
daring of the two, — [Aside to Sir George.] — Take 
care of him. [£xit, l. 

• Sir G. Miss Dorrillon, I will not affront you by sup- 
posing that you mean seriously to receive the addresses 
of Mr. BronzelT ; but I wmrn yon against giving others, 
who know you less than I do, occasion to think so. 

I Miss Dor, I never wish to deceive any one — I do ad- 
lali of Mr. Bronzely*8 addresses. 

Sir Geo. Why, he is the professed lover of your 
friend Lady Mary ! or, granting he denies It, and that 
I even pass over the frivolity of the coxcomb, still he 
is unworthy of you. 

Miss D(yr. He says the same of you ; and half a 
dozen more say exactly the same of each other. If 
you like, 1*11 discard every one of yon as unworthy ; 
but if I retain you, I will retain the rest. Which do 
you choose 1 

Sir Geo. I submit to any thing rather than the total 
loss of you— But remember, that your felicity — 

A//s» Dor. " Felicity ! felicity I' *— Ah ! that is a 
word not to ba found in the vocabulary of my sensa- 
tions !—[s^Atii^.] 

Sir Geo. I believe you, and have always regarded 
you with a compassion that has augmented my love. 

b3 
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In your infancy, deprived of the watchful eye and auxi* 
pus teoderoess of a mother ; the manly caution . and 
authority of a father ; misled by the brilUaiit Tapour 
of fashion ; surrounded by enemies in the garb of 

friends Ah ! do you weep ? Blessed, blessed be th« 

sign ! — Suffer me to dry those tears I have caused, and 
to give you a knowledge of true felicity. 

Miss Dor, lrecovering.'\ I am very angry with my- 
self. — Don't, 1 beg, tell Mr. Norberry or Mr. Mandred 
you saw me cry— ti>ey*ll suppose I have been more in- 
discreet [stifling her tears] than I really have. For 
in reality I have nothing 

Sir Geo, Do not endeavour to conceal from me, whal 
ny tender concern for you has given me the means to 
become acquainted with. I know you are plunged in 
difficulties by your father neither standing nor coming^ 
as you once expected ; I know you ar^ still deeper 
plunged by your fondness for play. 

Miss Dor. Very well, sir ! proceed. 

Sir Geo. Thus, then — Suffer me to send my steward 
to you this morning ; he shall regulate your accounts, 
and place them in a state that shall protect you from 
further embarrassment till your father seada to you ; or 
protect you from his reproaches, should he arrive. 

Miss Dor. Sir George, I have listened to your detail 
of vices, which I acknowledge, with patience, with hu- 
mility — but your suspicion of those which I have not, 
I treat with pride, with indignation. 

Sir Geo. How I suspicion I 

Miss Dor. What part of my conduct, sir, has made 
you dare to suppose I would extricate myself from the 
difficulties that surround me, by the influence I bold 
over the weakness of a lover ? 

[Exeunt separately. Sir George, r., Miss Dor* 

. RILLON, L. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE h^Another Apartment at Mr. Norberrt*s* 

Enter two Porters^ bringing in Tininks ; Lord Priory 
and Mr. 'SoRBERRYfoUoiving, l. u. b. 

Mr. ^orb. Here, Stephens, why are yoti out of the 
way ? Show the men with these boxes into the dressing- 
room appointed for my Lord Priory. 

I A Servant enters on the opposite 8i€e, and the 
Porters follow him off at a lower entrance on 
thaJt side, R. s. s.] 

Enter Sir WiLi:.tAM Dorrillon, l. 

Sir TV, My lord, I hope I see you well this evening. 

Lord P, Yes, sir---and you- find I have literally ac- 
cepted Mr. Norberry's inyitation, and am come to him 
with all my luggage. 

Enter Oliver, with a tnudl box in each hand. 

Lord P. Follow those men with the trunks, Oliver. 

Mr. Norb, Ah, Mr. Oliver, how do you do ? 

Oliv. Pretty well— tolerably well, 1 thank you, sir. 

lEMt, R. S. B. 

Enter Servant, if. u. e. 
Serv, Lady Priory. 

Enter Lady Priory, i.. v. e. 

Lord, P. [To Ikier.] Mr. Norberry, our worthy host ; 
and Mr, Mandrcd. [She curtsies. 

Mr, Norb, I hope your ladyship will find my house 
so little inconvenient to you, as to induce you to make 
no very short visit. 

Ladg P. 1 have no doiibt, sir, but I shall find, from 
your friendship, every comfort in this house which it 
fa possible for me to enjoy out of my own. 
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Enter Ladt Mary Raffle and Miss Dorrillon, l. 

Mr, Norb, [Introducing tkem,'\ Lady Priory —Lady 
Mary Raffle — Miss Dorrillon — Lord Priory. • 

Lady A/. Permit me. Lady Priory, to take you to 
the next room : we are going to iiave tea immediately, j 

Lady P. I have drank tea, madam. 

MisK Dor. Already I it is only nine o'clock. 

Lady P. Then it is near my hour of going to bed. 
[Lord Priory, Sir William, and Mr. Nor- 
BERRY, retire to the back of the utage, and talk ■ ^ 
apart,'] 

Lady M, Go to bed already ! In the name of wonder, 
what time did you rise this morning ? 

Lady P. Why, I do think it was almost six o'clock.. 

Lady M, [/n amaze.'\ And were you up at six this 
morning ? 
t Lady P. Yes. 

Miss Dor, At six, in the month of January ! 
^ Lady M, It is not light till- eight: and what good, 
now, could you possibly be doing for two hours by 
candlelight ? 

Lady P. Pray, Lady Mary, at what time did you go 
to bed ? 

Lady M. About three this morning. 

Lady P. And what good could you possibly be doin^ 
for eleven hours by candlelight ? ^ 

Lady M, Good 1 It*s as much as can be expected 
from a woman of fashion, if she does no harm. % 

Lady P. But I should fear you would do a great deal 
of harm to your health, your spirits, and the tranquil* 
lity of your mind. 

[Mr. Norberry goes q^— Lord Priory and Sir 
William come forward,] 

Lady M. Oh, my Lord Priory, I really find all the 
accounts I have heard of your education for a wife to 
be actually true I— and I can't help laughing to think, 
if you and I had chanced to have married together, 
what a different creature you most likely would have 
made of me, to what I am at present ! 

Lord P, Yes *, and what a different creature yon 
roost likely would have made of me, to what I am at 
present ! 

Sir W. Ltfdy Priory, I am not accustomed to pay 
compliments, or to speak my approbation, even when 
praise is a just tribute ; but your virtues compel me 
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to an eulogium. That vise submission to a htisband 
who loves you, that cheerful smile so expressive of 
content, and that plain dress which indicates tiie ele-' 
gance as well as the simplicity of your mind, are all 
symbols o{ a heart so unlilce to those which the pre- 
sent fashion of the day has misled— 

Miss Dar, Why look so stedrastly on me, Mr. Man- 
drcd? Do you pretend to see my heart ? 
. Sir W. Have you any ? 

Miss Dor. Yes ; and one large enough to hold— evek. 
my enemy. 

Enter servant, l. 

Serv, Mr. Bronzely. 
- Miss Dor, Show him into the other room. [Ejcit 
Servant,'] Come, Lady Priory, we must introduce you 
to* Mr. Bronzely: he is one of the most fashionable, 
agreeable, pleasant, whimsical, unthinking, and spi- 
rited creatures in all the world : you*U be charmed— 

Lady P, 1 dare say it's near ten o*clock. I am a- 
fraid 1 sha'n't be able to keep awake. 

Miss Dor. You niust — We are going to have a little 
concert — *Twill be impossible to sleep. 
[Exit Miss DoRRiLLON, leading o/f Lady Priory, l. 

Lady M. Upon my word, my lord, your plan of ma* 
nagement has made your wife unfit for company. 

Lord P. So much more fit to be a wife. 

Lady M, She is absolutely fatigued with hard la- 
bour. For shame !->How does household drudgery be- 
come her hand ? 

Lord P, Much better than cards and dice do yours. 
[Exit Lady Mary, followed by Lord Priory, l. 
Sir William is left on the Stage alont.] 

Sir W, She " has a heart large enough to receive 

her' enemy.'* — And by that enemy she means her father. 

[He sits down, and shows marks ofinquitiude. 

Enter Sir George Evelyn, l. v. e. 

Sir G. I beg your pardon, Mr. Mandred — I hope I 
don*t interrupt you — I only wished to speak to Miss 
Dorrillon. 

Sir W. She is just gone into the next room. 

Sir Q. To the concert ? 

Sir W, Are not you invited ? 

Sir G. Yes ; but before I go in, I wish to know who 

are the company. Can you tell whether — a Mr, 

Bronzely ia there ? 
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Sir W, I know he is. . 

Sir 6. Are yoji acquAinted with him ? 

Sir FT. 1 have met hira here frequently. 

Sir G. And are you certain he is here at present } 

Sir W. I have reason to be certain. 

Sir G. Any particular reason? 

8ir W, Yovir mistress, when his.name was announced 
went out to hina, exclaiming, *' he was the most charm- 
ing and accomplished man in the world/* 

Sir G. [greailff agitniedJ] She loves him, sir — 1 
have reason to believe — to know she loves him. Thus 
she gives up my happiness and her own, to gratify the 
vanity of a man who has no real regard for her ; but 
whose predominant passion is to enjoy the villanous 
name of a general seducer. 

Sir W, [Ristng.'l Why do you suffer it? 

Sir G. Hush ! Don*t repeat what 1 have said, or I 
lose her for ever, ^ I am at present under her resent- 
ment ; and have. just sent into the next room, to ask, if 
she were there, to speak with her. 

Enter Miss Dorrillon, l. 

Miis Dor, And is it possible I was sent for by you ? 

Sir G. Don't be offended, that I should be uneasy, 
aad corae to atone 

Miss Dot. I can*t forgive you, sir ; 'tis impossible* 

. [Going, 

Sir Geo, You pardon those, Maria, who offend you 
more. 

Sir W, But an ungrateful mind always prefers the 
unworthy. 

f Miss Dor, Ah ! Mr. Mandred, are you there? [Play- 
fully] And have yon undertaken to be Sir George's 
counsel ? If you have, I believe be must lose his cause. 
To fit you for the tender task of advocate in love,— ^ 
have you ever been admitted an honourable member of 
that court ? Have you, with all that solemn wisrtlom of 
which you are master, studied Ovid, as our great law- 
yers study Blackstone ? If you have— show cause—*— 
why plaintiff has a right to defendant's heart. 

Sir W. A man of fortune, of family, and of character, 
ought at least to be treated with respect, and with 
honour. 

Miss Dor, " You mean to say. That if ^ is beloved 
by B, why should not A be constrained to return B's 
love ?" Counsellor for defendant — ** Because, more- 
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oyer and besides B who has a daim on defendant's 
heart, there are also C, D, J?, F, and G; all of whom 
put in their separate claims — and what, in this case, can 
poor A do? She is willing to part and divide her love, 
Ahare and share alike ; but B will have all or notie : .so 
poor A m6st remain ^ by herself A,*' 

Sir Geo. Do you think I would accept a, share of 
your heart ? 

Miss Dor. Do you think ^l could afford to gire it you 
all ? " Besides,*' says defendant's counsellor, '* I will 
J>rove that plaintiff B has no heart to give defendant in 
return—he has. indeed, a pulsation on the left side ; 
but, as it never beat with any thing but suspicion and 
jealousy, in the laws of love, it is not termed, admitted, 
or considered a heart.^* [Goinff. 

Sir Geo. Where are you going? 

Miss Dor. To itie music-room, to be sure: and if 
you follow me, it shall be to see me treat every person 
there better than yourself— and Mr. Bronzely, whom 
you hate, to see me treat him best of all, [Exit, l. 

Sir Geo. I must follow you, though to death. [^Eocit, l« 

Sir W. Fool ! And. yet am not I nearly as weak as 
he is ? Else why do I linger in this house? Why feed 
lOy hopes with some propitious moment to waken her 
to repentance ? Why still anxiously wish to ward off 
some dreaded' fate?— If she would marrv Sir George, 
now — if she would give me only one pr^oi of discretion, 
I think I would endeavour to take her to my heart. 

4 

JB^t<erMR. Bronzelt, £., ingreaJb haste^partoftherigkt 
skirt qf his coat cut off. 

Bronz. My dear sir, will you do me the greatest fa- 
vour ia the world 1 — you must do it in an instant too. 
Do, ray dear sir, ask uo questions ; but lend me your 
coat for a single moment, and take mine — only for a 
moment. 1 cannot explain my reasons now, my impati- 
ence is so great ;— but, the instant you have complied, 
I will inform you of the whole secret ; and you will for 
ever reioice that you granted my request. 

5 Pulling off his coat. 
I And this very con- 
temptible fellow is the favoured lover of my daughter I 
'T'V^lr^lf^fter a struggW^ — yes — I'll make myself ma- 
ster of his secre^— 4t may possibly concern her— my 
Qhild— my child's safety may depend upon it. 
Bro^z. Dear Mr. Mandred, no time is to be lost ! 
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Sir W. This is rather a strange request, Mr. Bronze- 
ly. Howefer, your fervency couTinces me you must 

have some very forcible reason. ^There's my coat, 

sir. [Gives it him, 

Bronz. Thank you, dear sir, a thousand times. — ^This 
l^oodness I shall for ever remember — this binds me to 
you for ever!— [P«<if»<y it o».] Thank you, sir, a 
thousand tunes ! {^Borving^ dressed, and composed. 

Sir W, [4fter putting on the other coat,"] And now,- 
sir, explain the cause of this metamorphosis :— let mo. 
have the satisfaction to know what advantag^e will 
accrue from it ; and in what I have to rejoice. 

Bronz, Will you promise me not to reveal the secret, 
if I trust you with it 1 

Sir W. Would you add conditions after the barg^ain 
is made ? I must know your secret instantly. 

[Threatening. 

Bronz* Then I will disclose it to you voluntarily^ 
and rely on your honour to keep it. 

Sir W, [Attentively.^ Well, sir. 

Bronz, Hark ! I thought 1 heard somebody coming ! 

[Offers to go. 

Sir W, I insist upon the information. 

[ Laying hold of him , 

Bronz, Well, then, sir— well — you shall— you shall. 
Then, sir in the smaU gallery, which sepa- 
rates the music-room from the rest of these apartments 
— in that little gallery the lamp is just, unfortunately, 
gone out. I was (as unfortunately) coming along, 
when the whisking of a woman's gown made me give a 
sudden start ! 1 found a person was in the gallery with 
me, and in the dark. 

Sir W, Well, sir. 

Bronz. And so, confidently assuring myself that it 
was Miss Dorrillon*s waiting-maid, or Lady Mary's 
waiting-maid, I most unluckily clasped my arms around 
her, and took one kiss. 

Sir W, Only one ? 

Bronz, There might be half a dozen. I won't pre- 
tend to swear to one. We'll say half a dozen, before I 
knew who she was. My rapidity would not let her 
breathe at first, and she was fairly speechless. But the 
moment she recovered her breath, she cried, "Villain ! 
whoever you are, you shall repent this :" and I found' 
it was the voice of a lady to whom I had just been in- 
troduced in the concert-room, one Lady Priory ! It' 
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seeins she was stealing to bed at the time we unhappily 
met. 

Sir W, But what has this to do with your coat ? 

Bronz. A. great deal, sir — you will find, a great deal. 
As I perceived she did not know me, I carefully held ray 
tongue — ^but she, with her prudish notions, called 
" Help !*' and " murder !" On which, I flew to the door, 
to get away before the lights could be brought — she 
flew after me ; and, as 1 went out, exclaimed—* * Don't 
hope to conceal yourself; I shall know you among the 
whole concert-room ; for I carry scissors hanging at 
my side, and I have cut a piece off your coat,** — [Sm 
William looks.hastily at his coaty on which Bronzbly 

holds up the part cut'] And, sure enough, so she 

had ! • 

Sir W. \In anger,] And what, sir, am I to have the 
* disgrace 

Bronz, Either you or 1 must. 

• Sir W, And do you dare 

Bronz, Consider, my dear sir, how much less the 
fault is^ if perpetrated by you, than by ine ! This 
is the first offence of the kind which, 1 dare say, you 
have committed this many a year ; and it will be over- 
looked in you. But I have been suspected of two or 
three things of the same sort within a very short time ; 
and I should never be forgiven. 

• Sir W, Nor ought you to be forgiven — it would be 
scandalous in me to connive 

Bronz, But would it not be more scandalous to reteal 
the secret of a person who confided in you ? — ^^vho flew 
to you in distress, as his friend, the partner of h»s 
cares ? 

Sir W, Your impertinence to me, but more your of- 
fence, to a woman of virtue, deserves punishment. Yet 

* I think the punishment of death, in the way that a man 
of my Lord Priory*s temper might inflict it, m^jch too 
honourable for your deserts ; so I save your *^o for 
some less creditable end. I lend you iny coat, to dis- 
grace you by existence ; and will go ^o my chamber, 
and put on another myself. \JPasscs Bronzely, in orc/er 
to retire to his chamber,] 

s ,Enter Lord Priory, l. who meetsMm, Sir William 

starts, 

Bronz, [Goinsi up to Lord Priori .] Ah, vy lord ! 

c 
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n the concert over 1 Chariuing mxmc I That solo was 
divine. 

[Sir William steals to a chatr, and sits down to 
hide his coatJ] 
Lord P, [c^fter looking inquisitive!^ o^Bronzelt^b 
dr€ss,'\ It is time the concfrt should be over — it had 
been better it bad never begun ; for titers have beeo 
8on\e very improper persons admitted. [/j» great anger ^ 
Brom. [Affecting surprise.'] Indeed ! 
Lord P. [Trembling with rage,'\ I am at a loss how to 
act. [Draws a chair with violence^ and places himself 
</oim 6^ Sir William — Sir William appears discon- 
certed and uneasy.'] But if I could find the man to whom 
this piece of cloth belongs — 
Bronz. What ! this small piece of woollen cloth ? 
Lord P. Yes, then I should know how to act. In the 
mean time, Mr. Mandred, as I know you are a great 
admirer of my wife [Sir William starts^'] and a grave 
prudent man of honour, I come to ask your advice, how 
I am the most likely to find out the villain who has 
dared to insult her ; for a gross insult she has received 
from one of Mr. Nor berry *s visitors, wearing a coat of 
which this is a part. 

Broil 2r. The villain, no doubt, stole out of the house 
immediately. 

Lord P. I ordered the street door to be guarded that 
instant — ^and you, Mr. Bronzely, are now the last man* 
whose habit I have examined. 
Bronz. And you see I am perfectly whole. 

[ Turning round. 

Lord P. I do see 1 do see. [Sir William moveM 

about on hfs chair, and appears greatly embarrassed^ 
Lord Priort starts up in a violent passion — Sir Wil- 
liam starts up with him.] 
Lord P. I'll find him out if he is on earth—ni" find 

him out if My passion carries me away — 1 have 

not coolness to detect him myself^I'll employ another • 
—1*11 send Oliver in search. Oliver ! [eaUing] Oliver ! 
here, Oliver ! Why don't you answer when you are 
called, you stupid, dull, idle, forgetful, blundering, 

obstinate, careless, self-sufficient 

[Exit in a fury. r. 
Sir W. [rising with great digni^.] And now, Mr. 
Bronzely, now do you think you are to repay me, for 
having felt one transitory moment of shame ? Under- 
stand, sir, that shame is one of the miafortunes to which 
I have never- — 
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Tenter Ladt Marv, l. 

Bronz, [Amde to Sio Wix«UAif .] Sit down, sit down, 
tit down — hold your toDgue, and sit down. 

[^,ia WiLi/iAM relncianJUy retires to his chair, 

Ladff M, Well, 1 do most cordially rejoice, when 
peeTiflh, fiuspicious, and censorious people meet with 
humiliation ! I could die with laughing at the incident 
which has pnt both my Lord and my Lady Priory into 
the fi^reatest terror, grief, and rage. 

Sir W, ^Rising.} I am out of all patience. The ma- 
licious depravity of persons in a certain sphere of life 
is not to be borne. [ With firmness and solemnity,] Lady 
Mary — Mr Bronzely 

Bronz, [In a ha{f whisper to him."] Go away — don't 
expose yourself — steal out of the room — ^take my advice, 
and go to bed^-hide yourself. So great is my respect 
for you, I would not have you detected for the world. 

Sir W. I am going to retire, sir. I would not throw 
my friend*s house into confusion and broils ; therefore 
I am as well pleased not to be detected as you can be. 
[Goes to the door^ then turns,] But^ before I quit the 
room, 1 am irresistibly impelled to say-* — Mr. Bronzely I 
Lady Mary ! while you continue to ridicule all that is 
virtuous, estimable, dignified, your yices^most assuredly 
will plunge yon into that very disgrace ' ■ » 
# . 
J^n^ Oliver, r. and places the piece qf cloth against 

Sir William's coat, 

Oliv, *Tis as exact a match as ever was — it fits to a 
thread. Ha, ha, ha ! — Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir W. Rascal ! 

Brom, Did not I entreat yon to go to bed ? 

Ladg M. Oh ! this is the highest gratification I ever 
knew. My lord ! my lord ! [calling,'] 

Bronz, Hush, hush I — hold, for heavpn's sake I 

Oliv, But mercy and goodness defend us ! who wovld 
have thought of this grave gentleman ? Ha, faa, ha ! — 
I can tell you what, sir ; my lord will be in a terrible 
passion with you. This house won't hold you both ; 

and I am sure I hate to make misctiief. Mum — I'll 

say nothing about it [dapping Sir William on the 
shoulder f] and so make yourself easy. 

Bronz,XOn the other side of Sir William.] Yes, 
make yourself easy. 

Oiiv, A good servant should sometimes be a peace- 

ca 
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maker : — for my part, I have faults of my own, and so, 
I dare say, has that gentleman ; and so, I dare say, has 
that gentlewoman. But of all the birds in the wood, bow 
came you to make up to my lady ? Ha, ha, ha, h^, ha ! 

Bronz. No jests— no jests. Mr. Mandred is my 
friend — my very good friend — and he is not fio much to 
blame as you think, for— Good night, my dear sir. 
Heaven bless you. I thank you a thousand times. 
Good night. [Shaking hands with Sir William, and 
leading him towards the door,'] 

Sir W, \miih steady composure.] Good night. Good 
night. Lady Mary. [Exit, l. 

Oliv, Why, he never so much as once said he was 
obliged to me. 

Lady AT. I am sure, if you do not discover this to 
your master, I will. 

Oliv, Oh 1 as that old gentleman had not manners to 
say *' thank you for your kindness," I'll go tell my 
lord directly. [Exit, r, 

Bronz, [Running after him,] No, no, no— stop, 
Oliver. He is gone ! 

Lady M, What makes you thus anxious and con- 
cerned, Bronzely ? Now, I wish I may suffer death, if, 
till I came into this room, I did not think you were the 
offender. 

Bronz, I ! I indeed ! — No, if I could have b«en 
tempted to offend any woman in this house in a similar 
manner, it could, have been none but you. [Bondng, 

Lady M, No, Bronzely, no ; I have been too partial 

to you, to have any remaining claims Hark ! don*t 

1 hear Lord Priory's voice in a dreadful rage ? 

Bronz, Then Oliver has accused him. What shall I 
do to prevent mischief? Dear Lady Mary, as it is not 
proper for me to stay here any longer uninvited, do you 
run and try to pacify my Lord Priory. Tell him Man- 
dred does not sleep here to-night ; and in the morning 
you are sure he will make an apology. 

Lady M, I will do as you desire— but I know Mr. 
Mandred so well, that I am sure he will not. [Exit, l. 

Bronz. Then I will for him. Early in the morning, 
1*11 wait on Lady Priory, and beg pardon in his name 
without his knowing it. Yes, I have got poor Man- 
dred into a difficulty, and it is my doty to get him out 
of it. And then, 1 shall not only serve him, but have 
one interview more with that heavenly woman. 

[EaU^ 1. 
"^ end op act ii. 
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ACT lU. 

SCENRT. — An Apartment at Mr. i^OitBLKHx^s. 

Enter Mr. Bvlonzely^ followed hy a Servant^ l. s. e. 

' Bronz, [Looking at his fpa/cA.] 1 am early, I know : 
but T^dy Priory is the only person 1 wish to see. Is 
my lord with her ? 

Serv. No, sir, Lord Priory sat up very late, and is in 
bed yet. 

Bronz, Acquaint Lady Priory a person, who conies 
on urgent business, begs to speak with her. If she 
asks my name, you know it. [Exit Servant.] Pray 
heaven she may bless me with her sight ! Never was so 
enchanted by a woman in my life I and never was 

fdayed such a trick in my life. I am half inflamed by 
ove, and half by spite, once more to attempt her. 

■Enter Lady Priory, r. — he hows mostrespecifaUy — ■ 

she curtsies, 

Bronz, Lady Priory, I come — I come upon rather 
an awkward, yet a very serious business : it was my 
misfortune to be among that company yesterday even- 
ing, where an unworthy member of it had the insolence 
to offer an aft'ront to your resplendent virtue 

Lady P. T have some household accounts to ar- 
range, and breakfast to make for my lord as soon as 
he leaves his chamber : therefore, if you please, sir, 
proceed to the business on which you came, without 
thinking it necessary to interrupt it by any compliment 
to me. 

. Bronz. I will be concise, madam. — In a word, I 
wait upon you from Mr. Mandred, with the most hum- 
ble apology for his late conduct, which he acknowledges 
to have been indecorous and unwarrantable: but he 
trusts, that in consequence of the concession which 1 now 
make for him, the whole matter will, from this hour, be 
buried in obllvio'n. 

Lady P, [Going to the side of the scene, and speakinjsf,} 
If my lord is at leisure, tell htm here is a gentleman 
would be glad to speak with him.— [To Bronzblt.] I 
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am sorry, sir, you should know so little of the rules of 
our family, as to suppose that I could give an answer 
upon any subject in which my husband condescends to 
be concerned. [Going, 

Bronz. Lady Priory, stop. You can at least use your 
power to sjfteh Lord Pfiory*s resentment; and unless 
this apology is accepted, a challenge must follow, and 
possibly he may fall. 

Lady P, Possibly. {Sighing,'] 

Bronz, You are interested for your husband's life ? 
' Laef,y P. Certainly. But I set equal value on his re- 
putation. [Going. 

Bronz. Hear me one sentence more. — I cannot part 
from her. [Aside,] — Oh ! I have something of such im- 
portance to communicate to you — and yet — I know not 
bow ! 

Lady P. Then tell it to my husband. 

Bronz. Hera, hem. [Ande,] Oh! Lady Priory, if 
the insult of list night has given you offence, should 
you not* wish to be informed of a plan laid for yet greater 
violence ? [She starts. 

Lady P. Good heaven ! 

Bronz, This is neither time nor place to disclose 
what I wish to say — nor do I know how to find an oppor- 
tunity to speak with you alone, free from the possibility 
of intrusion ; where I could reveal a secret to you, 
which is connected with your happiness^ with your fu- 
ture peace. 

Lady P: You alarm me beyond expression. I am 
going to my own house about twelve o'clock, for a cou- 
ple of hours — follow me there. 

Bronz. And 1 shall be admitted? 

Lady P. Certainly — for you have excited ray curiosity, 
and I am all impatience to hear what you have to commu- 
nicate that so much concerns me. 

Bronz. Promise then, no person but yourself shall ever" 
know of it. [She hesitates.] Unless you promise this, I 
dare not trust you. 

Lady P. [After a second hesitation,] I do promise— I 
promise foithfuUy. 

Bronz. Your word is sacred, I rely. 

Lady P. Most sacred. 

Bronz. And you promise that no one but yourself 
sAiall know of the appointment we have now made at 
your houAT, nor of the secret which I will then disclose 
ti» yott 2 . 
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Lady P, I proBMse faithfaUy that no one but myself 
shall ever know of either. 

Bronz, Remember then to be there alone, exacMy — 

Lady P, At one o'elock. 

Bronz. Aiid that your servants have orders to show 
roe to you. 

Lady P. I am too much interested to forget one cir- 
cumstance» 

Bronz, Go now then to lord Priory with Mandred's 
apology — and urge his acceptance of it, with all that per- 
suasion by which you are formed to govern, while you 
appear to obey. 

Lady P. I will present the apology as I received it 
from you ; but do not imagine I dare give my opinion 
upon it, unless I am desired. 

Bronz, But if you are desired, you will then say- — - 

Lady P. Exactly what I think. [£j-i/, n. 

Bronz, 1*11 do a meritorious act this very day. This 
poor woman lives in slavery with her husband. I'll 
g^ve her an opportunity to run away from him. When 
we meet, 1*11 have a post-chaise waiting a few doors 
from her house ; boldly tell her that I love her ; and— 
[Enter MifiB Porrillon, l.J — My dear Miss Dorrillon, 
I could not sleep all night, but am come thus early on 
purpose to complain of your treatment of me during the 
whole of yesterday evening. Not one look did you 
-glance towards me — and there I sat in miserable soli- 
^ tude up in one corner, the whole time of the concert. 

Miss Dor. I protest I did not see you ! — and, stranger 
still ! never thought of you. 

Bronz, You then like another belter than you do me ? 

Miss Dor, I do. 

Bronz, Do you tell him so ? 

Miss Dor. No. 

Bronz. You tell him you like me the best. 

Miss Dor. Yes. 

Bronz, Then I will believe what you say to him, and 

not what yon say to me. And though you charge me 

wit^ Inconstancy, yet I swear to you, my beloved Maria, 

[taking her hand] that no woman, no woman but your- 

. self 

Enter Sir William, l., and starts at seeing his daugh" 
ter in such close conversation with BROJfZthr . 

Sir W, [Aside,'] How familiar ! — my eyes could not 
be shocked with a sight half so wounding to my heart 
as this I 
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Bronz, [Apart to Miss Dorrillon.] Hush ! you 
have heard the story ; but don*t laugh at him now. He 
is io a devilish ill humour, and it will all fall on me. 
Go away.— It's a very good story, but laugh at him 
another time. 

Miss Dor, I don't believe a word of the story ; yet, 
as a received opinion, it is a charming weapon for an 
enemy, and I long to use it. 

Bronz. NAt now, not now — ^because I have some bu- 
siness with him, and 'twill put him out of temper. [I/e 
hands her to the door.] [Exit Miss Dorrii^lon, l. 

Sir W, [looking stedfastly qfler Aer.] Poor girl ! 
poor girl ! I am not yet sufficiently enraged against her, 
not to compassionate her for her choice ! — Is this the 
man who is to be, for life, her companion, her pro* 
tector ? ' 

' Bronz* Well, Mr. Mandred, 1 believe I ha?e settled 
it. 

Sir W, Settled what ? [anxiimsly.'\ 

Bronz. *At least I have done all in my power to serve 
you : perhaps you don't know that Mr. Oliver divulged 
the whole affair. But 1 have waited on my Lady Priory, 
and I do believe I have settled it with her, to manage it 
so with my lord, that every thing shall be hushed up. You 
may expect a few jests among your female acquaintance, 
and a few epigrams in the newspapers ; but 1 verily be- 
lieve every thing material is safe. — Is there any farther 
satisfaction which you demand from me ? 

Sir W, Not at present — a man is easily satisfied who 
possesses both courage and strength to do himself right, 
whenever he feels his wrongs oppressive. I have as 
yet found but little inconvenience from the liberties you 
have taken with me ; and what, just at this time, far more 
engages my attention than revenge, is an application to 
you for intelligence. Without farther preface, do you 
pay your addresses to the young lady who lives in this 
house ? 

Bronz. Yes, I do, sir— I do. 

Sir W, You know, I suppose, which of the, two 
ladies I mean ? 

Bronz, Whichever you mean, sir, 'tis all the same ; 
for [ pay my addresses to them both. 

Sir W, [starting,] To them both ! 

Bronz, 1 always do. 

Sir IV, And pray, which of them do you love? 
* Brom, Both, sir — upon my word, both — 1 assure 
you, both. 
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Sir W, But you don't intend to marry both ? 

Bronz, I donH intend to marry either : and, indeed, 
the woman whom 1 love best in the world has a husband 
already. Do you suppose I could confine my affections 
to Lady Mary or Miss Dorrillon, after Lady Priory ap- 
peareil? Do you suppose I did not know who it was 
J met last night in the dark ? Wherever I visit, Mr. 
Mandred, I always make love to every woman in the 
house: and 1 assure you they all expect it — I assure 
you, sir, they all expect it. — [Sir William wallet 
about in an^cr.]— Have you any further commands for 
me? 

Sir W. Yes, one word more. — And you really have 
no regard for this girl who parted from you as I came 
in? 

Bronz, Oh, yes, pardon me — I admire, I adore, I 
love her to distraction : and if 1 had not been so long 
acquainted with my Lady Mary, nor had seen my Lady 
Priory last night, I should certainly call Sir George 
Evelyn to an account for being so perpetually with her. 

Sir W, [anxiotuly,'] Do you think he loves her? 

Bronz, Yes, I dare say, as well as 1 do. * 

Sir IV, Do you think she likes him ? 

hronz, I think she likes me. 

Sir W, But, with your method of affection, she may 
like him too. 

Bronz, She may, she may. — In short, there is no an- 
swering for what she likes— all whim and flightiness— > 
acquainted with every body— coquetting with every 
body — ^and in debt with every body. Her mind distract- 
ed between the claims of lovers, and the claims of cre« 
dltors — the anger of Mr. Worberry, and the want of in- 
telligence from her father ! 

Sir W, She is in a hopeful way. 

Bronz, Oh, it would be impossible to think of mar- 
rying her in her present state :— for my part, 1 can*t — 
and I question whether Sir George would. But if her 
father come home, and give her the fortune Ihat wat 
once expected, why then 1 may possibly marry her my- 
self. 

Sir W, [JirmlyJ] She will never have any fortune 

I came from India lately, you know ; and you may take 
my word her father is not coming over, nor will he ever 
come. 

Bronz, Are you sure of that ? 

Sir W, Very sure. 
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Bronz. Then keep it a secret — doo't teM h^r so-<-poor 
thin^ ! it would break her heart. She is dotingly fond 
of her father. 

Sir W, Hah ! how ! — oh, no, she can have no rememr 
brance of him. 

Brgnz, Not of his person, perhaps : but he has con- 
stantly corresponded with her ; sent her presents, and 
affectionate letters — 'and you know a woman's heart it 
easily impressed. 

Sir fK. I never heard her mention her father. 
'' Bronx, Not to you — but to us, who are kind to her, 
she talks of him continually. She cried bitterly tho 
other day whei) the last ship came in, and there was no 
account of him. 

Sir W. Did she? did she? [Eagerly,'] Ay, T suppose 
she is alarmed lest be i^hoiUd be dead, and all his for- 
tune lost. 

Bronx. No, I belieTe her affection for him is totally 
unconnected with any interested views. I have watch- 
ed her upon that bead, and I belieye she loves her 
father sincerely. 

Sir W, [wiping a tear from his eye,"] 1 believe it 
; does not matter whom she loves ! 

Bronx, By the by, she hat^s you. 

Sir W, I thought so. 

Bronx, Yes, you may be satisfied of that. Yei, sho 
even quarrelled with me the other day for speaking in 
your favour: you had put her in a passion, and she 
said no one that loved her ought to have any respect for 

you. 

Sir W, t am much obliged to her — very much ob- 
liged to her. Did she say nothing more ? 

Bronx. Only that you were ill-natured, dogmatic, 
cruel, and insolent. Nothing more.— And say what 
she will against you, you know you can be even with 
her. 

Sir W. Yes, I can be even with her, and I voill be 
even with her. 

EnUr Lord Priory, and takes Bronze ly ^n one 

side. 

Lord P. I have accepted this man*s apology — 1 will 
not call him tjo a serious account; but he shall not 
escape every kind of resentment. J am resolved to 
laugh at him; to turn th^ whojie affair into mirth and 
good humour ; at tiie same time to gall him to the heart 
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Good morning, Mr. Mandred : how do you do thi< 
morning, Mr. Mandred? — Let nie go,— [vio/ewWy to 
Bronzely] — 1 must joke with hira. 

Bronz, But neither your voice nor your loolcs agree 
with yo\jr words. 

Lord P. Mr. Mandred, I did intend to be angry : but 
it would gi?e too respectable an air to a base action — 
and so I am come to laugh at you. [Enter hkur 
Marv.] And 1 am sure you, Lady Mary, will join 
even me in laughing at this man of gallantry. 

Lady M» Oh, I am absolutely afraid to come near 
the Tarquin ! 

Sir W, You need flO^ Lady Mary ; for there can btf 
no Tarquin without a Lucretia. 

Ltyrd P. However, Mr. Mandred, it is proper I should 
tell you 1 accept the apology you have made : but at 
the same lime 

Sir W, [hastily. 1 What do you meart, my lord ? / 
bave made no apology. 

Bronx, Yes, yes, you have ; — I called and made onet 
for you. 

Sir W, Made an apology for me ! You have just 
gone one step too far then ; and I insist 

Bronz, [Drawing Sir William on one side,"] I 
will — 1 will — I will set every thing to rights. It would' 
be base in me if I did not ; and I will. [Turns to Lord 
Priory and Lady Mart.] Yes, Mr. Mandred, 1 will 
retrieve your character at the expense of my onri, t 
am more able to contend with the frenzy of a jealous 
husband than you are. [Enter Miss Dorrillon and 
Sir Oboroe Evelyn.] I aiw happy, to see you : you 
are just come in time to bear me clear the grave, the 
respectable character of my friend Mr. Mandred, and 
to stigmatise my own. My lord, vent alt ^our anger 
and your satire upon me. It was I (pray believe me, I 
beg you will ; don*t cloubt my word), it was I who 
committed- the offence of which my friend, the man I re- 
spect and reverence, stands accused. It was I who 
offended my Lady Priory, and then 

Lord P. It can't be— 1 won't believe you. 

Lady M, But how generous and noble in him to take 
it upon himself ! 

Bronx, [To Sir William.] There! what can I di» 
more? You see they won't believe me ! Tell me what 
I can do more ! Can I do any thing more ? My feelin^M 
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are wounded on your account, more than on my own, 
and compel me, though reluctantly, to quit the room. 

1 [Exif, 

Sir 6. I am at a loss which to admire most,-— the 
warmth of Mr. Bronzely's friendship, or the coldness of 
Mr. Mandred*s gratitude ! 

Lady M. Oh ! if it were not for that happy steadi- 
ness of feature, be could not preach rectitude of conduct 
as he does. 

lord P. [Going up to Sir Wilham.] Eloquent ad- 
monisher of youth ! 

MUs Dorr. [Going to him. "^ Indeed, my rigid moni- 
tor, I cannot but express admiration, that, under those 
austere looks, and that sullen brow, there still should 

lurk 

X Sir W. Have a care— don't proceed — stop where you 
are— dare not you complete a sentence that is meant to 
mock me.— <~I have borne the impertinence of this 
whole company with patience, with contempt ; but dare 
you to breathe an accent suspicious of my conduct, and 
I will instantly teach you now to respect tne, and to 
shrink with horror from yourself. [She stand* motion- 
less iii surprise,"] 

Lord P. What a passion he is in ! Compose your- 
self, Mr. Mandred. . 

Miss Dorr. I protest, Mr. Mandred 

Sir W, Silence! [Raising his voice.] Dare not to ad- 
' dress yourself to me. 

Lady M. Did you ever hear the like ? And I vow 
she looks awed by him ! 

Lord P. How strangr , that a man can't command liis 
temper ! 

Sir G. Mr. Mandred, permit me to say, I have ever 
wished to treat you with respect— nor would I be rash 
in laying that wish aside. Yet, [ must now take upon 
me to assure you, that if you think to o£fend every lady 
in this house with impunity, you are mistaken. 

Sir W. Sir George, if you mean to frighten me by 
your threats, I laugh at you; but if your warmth is 
really kindled, and by an attachment to that unworthy 
object [pointing to Miss Dorrillon], I only pity 
you. 

Sir Gf. Insufferable! — [Going up to Aim.] —Instantly 
make an atonement for what you have saia, or expect 
the consequence i 
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Sir W, And, pray. Sir George, what atonement does 
your justice demand ? 

• Sir G. Retract your words. Acknowledge you were 
grossly deceived, when you said Miss Dorrillon was 
unworthy. 

Sir W, Retract ray words ! ' 

Sir G, Were they no^unjust? Is it a reproach that, 
enveloped in the maze of fashionable life, she has yet 
preserved her virtue unsuspected ? That, encumbered 
with the expenses consequent to her connexions, she 
has proudly disdained even from me the honourable 
offer of pecuniary aid? that her fond hope still fixes oa 
the return of an absent parent, whose blessing she im- 
patiently expects ? and that I should have watched her 
whole conduct with an eye of scrutinizing jealousy,, and 
yet have only beheld that which makes me aspire, as 
the summit of earthly happiness, to become )»er hus- 
band ? 

Sir W, Young man, I admire your warmth — [With 
great fervour and affection.'] — ^There is much com- 
passion, and benevolence, and charity, in sometimes 
mistaking the vicious for the virtuous ;■ and if, in the 
heat of contention, I have said a word reflecting on 
nfour character, I am ready to avow my error, and be- 
fore this company to beg your pardon. 

Sir G, That is not enough, 3\r— [Taking Miss Dor- 
rillon bg the hand, and leading her forward.} — You 
must ask this lady*s pardon. 

[Sin William starts, andtums his face anay^ 
strongly impressed. 

Sir W. Ask her pardon ! Though I forgive some in- 
sults, I will not this. Ask Aer pardon ! 

Miss Dorr, Nay, nay, Sir George; you have lio 
business with Mr. Mandred*s quarrels and mine. Re- 
serve your heroic courage for some nobler purpose than 
a poor woman's reputation. 

Sir G. Point out a nobler, and I'll give up this. '^ 

Lady M, There is none so noble ! And 1 wish, Sir 
George, you would undertake to vindicate mine. 

Lord P. Come, Lady Mary, let us retire, and leaviB 
these two irritable men to themselves. 

Lady M. Come, Maria, let us leave them alone. He'll 
teach Mr. Mandred to be civil for the future. - 

Miss Dorr, [In great agiJtai,ion,'\ Dear madam, I 
would not leave them alone for the world ! 

Lady M, Then, my lord, you and I will ; they ha^ 

D 
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no offensive weapons ; so we may venture to leave 
them. 

Lord P. This comes of being too warm in conversa- 
tion ! This comes of being in a passion ! 

[Exeunt Lord Priory and Lady Mary, r. 

Sir G, while there is a female present, I have only 
to say good morning, Mr. Mandred. [Going, 

Miss Dorr, [Catching hold ofhim,'\ For once I give 
up my pride to soften yours. Gome, do not look thus 
determined ! I am sure Mr. Mandred did not mean to 
offend me ; the words he made use of fell from his lips 
^y accident. 

Sir W, They did not : I meant them ; I mean them 
-still, and I repeat them. 

Miss Dorr. [To Sir William.] Now, how can you 
be so provoking 1 Nay, hold. Sir George — [He offers 
to <7o]— you shall not go away with that frowning brow. 
[She draws him gently towards Sir William, then 
takes Sir William's hand,'] Nor you, with yours. 
Gome, shake hands, for my sake. Now, as I live. Sir 
'George, Mr. Mandred's hand feels warmer and kinder 
than yours : he tries to draw it back, but he has not the 
heart [Sir William snatches it away as bg compul- 
sion.] Thou art a strange personage ! thou wilt not 
suffer me either to praise or to dispraise thee. Come, 
Sir George, make up this difference ; for, if you were to 
Jfight, and Mr. Mandred was to fall 

Sir W, What then? 

Miss Dorr, Why, " I could better spare a better 
man." 
. Sir W. How ! 

Miss Dorr, I see you are both sullen, both obstinate, 

,t,nd I have but one resource. Sir George, if you aspire 

to my hand, dare not to lift yours against Mr. Mandred. 

He imd I profess to be enemies ; but, if I may judge of 

his feelings by my own, we have but passing enmities. 

I bear him no malice, nor he me, 1 dare be sworn. 

• Therefore, sir, lift but your arm against him, or insult 

him with another word, and our intercourse is for ever 

,at an end. . [ExU^ l. 

[Sir George and Sir William stand for some 

time silent. 

Sir G. Why is it in the power ef one woman to 
jviake two men look ridiculously ? 

•Sir W, I am at a loss to know, sir, whether you and 
J part friends or enemies. However, call on me in the 
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way you best like, and you will find me ready to meet 
you either as an enemy, or as a friend. 

\^Exeunt separately, Sir Willian, r.,- Sib 
Gborge, l. 
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SCENE l.^A Hall at Lord Prior f 8. 

JEfUer Three Servants, R.^ei*oss the Stage, and meet 
Bronzely, l., and enter with him. 

Bronz. You are sure Lady Priory is at liome ? ^ ' 
1st Serv. Yes, sir, and gave orders to admit nobody 

but you. 

Bronx, Has she been some time at home f 

\st Serv, Yes, sir ; I dare say my lady came from 

Mr. Norberry's half an hour ago. 

Bronz, Waiting for me half an hour ! {^Aside,} Show 

me to her instantly. 

[£jri£, foUonfing the Servant hoAUy, b 

SCENE II.— ^» Apartment at Lord Priory's, "> 

Enter Bronzblt, r. and Lady Priory, l. 

Bronz, My dear Lady Priory, how kind you are not 

to have forgotten your promise ! 

Lady P. How was it possible I should ? I hare been 

so anxious for the intelligence you have to communicate, 

that it was pain to wait till the time arrived. 

Bronz, Thus invited, encouraged to speak, I will 

speak boldly ; and I call heaven to witness, that whsi 1 

am going to say- 
Lac?^ P. No, stay a moment longer~-don*t tell roe 

just yet— [Lisfoittfij^ towards the side qfthe seenes'\'^ 

for I wish him to hear the very beginning. 
Bronz, Who hear the very beginning? , 

Enter liOKo Priory, l. — ^Bron^bly starts,^ 

Lord P. I have not kept you waiting, I hope. My 
lawyer stopt me on business, or I should have been her» 

D 2 ^ 
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sooner. My dear Mr. Bronzely— [G<nn^ «p to Aim] 
•--I thank you a thousand times for the interest you take 
IB ray concerns ; and I come prepared with proper cool- 
ness and composure to hear the secret with which you 
are §^oin§^ to entrust us. 

Bronz. The secret ! Yes, sir. The secret which I 
"was going to disclose to my Lady Priory— Ha, ha, h* I '^ 
But, my lord, I am afraid it is of too frivolous a nature 
for your attention. 

Lord P, I account nothing frivolous which concerns 
my wife. 

Bronz, Certainly, my lord, certainly not. 

Lord P. Besides, she told me it was of the utmost 
importance. Did not you ? [^Angrilif,'] 

Lady P. He said so. 

Bronz, And so it was — it was of importance then — 
just at the very time I was first speaking to Lady Priory 
on the subject. 

Ijidp P. You said so but this very moment. 

Lord P. Come, come, tell it immediately, whatever it 
is. Come, let us hear it. [After waiting some time.'] 
Why, sir, you look as if you were ashamed of it ! 
What can be the meaning of this ? 

Bronz. To be plain, my lord, my secret will disclose 
the folly of a person for whom I have a sincere regard. 

Lord P. No matter : let every fool look like a fool, 
and every villain be known for what he is. Tell your 
story. 

Ladp P. How can you deprive me of the pleasure 
you promised 7 You said it would prevent every future 
care. 

Lord P. Explain, sir. I begin to feel myself not 
quite so composed as I expected. You never, perhaps, 
saw me in a passion : she has ; and if you were once to 
see me really angry 

Bronz, Then, my lord, I am apt to be passionate too ; 
and I boldly tell you, that what I had to reveal, though 
perfectly proper, was meant for Lady Priory alone to 
hear. I entreatied your ladyship not to mention to my 
lord that I had any thing to communicate, and you gave 
me a solemn promise you would not. 

Lady P. Upon my honour, during our whole con- 
versation .upon that subject, you never named my Lord 
Priory's name. 

Bronx, I charged you to keep what I had to tell you 
e profound secret. 
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Lfidy P, Yes ; but I thought you understood I could 
hare no secrets from my husband. 

Bronz. You promised no one should know it but 
yourself. 
f^ Lady P, He is myself. 

Lord P, How, Mr. Bronzely, did you suppose she 
and I were two ? Perhaps you did, and that we wanted 
a third. Well, I quite forgive you for your silly mistake, 
and laugh at you — ha, ha, ha ! — as I did at Mr. Mandred. 
[Seriously,'] Did you suppose, sir, we lived like persons 
of fashion of the modern time ? Did you imagine that 
a woman of her character could hare a wish, a desire, 
even a thought, a secret from her husband ? 

Bronz. It is amazing to find so much fidelity the re- 
ward of tyranny ! 

Lady P. Sir — I speak with humility — I would not 
wish to give offence — [Timidly] — But, to the best of 
my observation and understanding, your sex, in respect 
to us, are all tyrants, I was bom to be the slave of 
some of you— 1 make the choice to obey my husband.^ 
Lord P, Yes, Mr. Bronzely ; and I believe it is 
more for her happiness to be my slave, than your friend 
— to live in fear of me, than in love with you. Lady 
Priory, leave the room.— [JS?j:ii Lady Priory, l.] — 
Do you see— did you observe the glow of truth and 
candour which testifies that woman's faith ? and do you 
not blush at having attempted ii 7 Call me a tyrant ! 
Where are the signs ? Oh, if every married man would 
follow my system in the management of his wife, every 
impertinent lover would look just as foolish as you ! 

Bronz, This is all boasting, my lord — you live in 
continual fear — for (without meaning any offence to 
Lady Priory's honour) you know you dare not trust her 
for one hour alone with any man under sixty. 

Lord P. I dare trust her at any time with a coxcomb. 

Bronz, That is declaring I am not one — for I am cer- 
tain you dare not trust her alone with me. 

Lord P, [In a passion.] Yes, with fifty such. 

Bronz, But not with one — and you are right : — ^it 
might be dangerous. 

Lord P, [Angrily.] No, it w«uld not. 

Bronz, [Sign^anUy,] Yes, it would. 

Lord P, Have not you bad a trial ? 

Bronji, But you were present. You constantly fol- 
low all her steps, watch all she says and does. But I 
believe you are right — ^wives arenot to be trusted.- • 

D 3 
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Lord p. Mine is. 

Bronz, No, my dear Lord Priory, you must first be- 
come gentle, before you can positively confide in her 
affection — before you can trust her in a house, or in 
any place, alone. 

Lord P. [^Hastily.'] To prove you are mistaken, I'll 
instantly go back to my friend Norberry's, and leave 
you here to tell her the secret you boasted. Pay your 
addresses to her, if that is the secret — you have my 
free consent. 

Bronz, My dear friend, 1*11 accept it. ^ 

Lord P. Ay, I see you have hopes of supplanting 
me, by calling me your friend.' But can you conceive 
now that she'll listen to you ? 

Bronz, You have given me leave to try, and can't 
recall it. 

Lord P. But depend upon it, you will meet with 
some terrible humiliation. 

Bronz, Either you or I shall. 

Lord P, I shall laugh to hear you tumbled down 
stairs. 

Bronz, You are not to remain on the watch here ; 
you are to return to Mr. Norberry's. 

Lord P. Was that the bargain ? 

Bronz. Don't you remember ? You said so. 

Lord P, Well, if that will give you any satisfac- 
tion 

Bronz, It will give me great satisfaction. ^ 

Lord P, Heaven forgive me, but your confidence 
makes me laugh. Ha, ha, ha I 

Bronz, And yours makes me laugh. Ha, ha, ha ! j 

Enter Oliver, r. 

Lord P. Hah I What brings you here, Oliver ? 
Lady Priory and I are only come home for a few hours* 

Oliv, I know it, my lord. I thought, nevertheless, I 
might be wanted. 

Bronn, And so you are, good Mr. Olivftr. Your 
lord desires you to conduct me to your lady in the next 
room, and acquaint her it is with his permission I am 
come to conclude the conversation which was just now 
interrupted. Is not that right, my lord ? Are not those 
words exactly corresponding with your kind promise ? 

Lord P. 1 believe they are. 

Oliv, I am ** to take Mr. Bronzely to my lady, and 
tell her you sent him.*' [Exit Oliver, l* 



SCSN£ III.] AND MAIDS AS iPHEY ABE. 4^ 

Bronz. Now this is perfect fftshion : and while I step 
to Lady Priory, do you go and comfort my intended* 
wife, Lady Mary^ 

Lord P. I hate the fashion — and were I not sure you 
would now be received in a very unfashionable man- 
ner—— ' , 

Bronx. No rough dealings, I hope ? 
. Lord P, Oh, you begin to be afraid, do you ? 

Broiui* No — but I have met with an aecident or two» 
lately — ^and I am not so well acquainted with ancient 
usages as to know in what manner a man of my pursuits . 
would have been treated in former times. 

Lord P. A man of your pursuits, Mr. Bronzely, is 
of a very late date ; and to be shamed out of them by 
a wife like mine. 

Bronz. Then we shall all three be old-fashioned. 

[Exit^ following Oliver; 

Lord P. [Returning^ and looking cunxiously qfler 
Bronzelv.] I am passionate — I am precipitate — I have 
no command over my temper. However, if a man can- 
not govern himself, yet he will never make any very 
despicable figure, as long as he knows bow to govern 
his wife. [Exit, r. 

SCENE lU.^SirWiLi.iAu's Apartment at Mr. Nor- 
BERRY*s. — Several tnmks and travelling boxes* — Sir 
William discovered. 

r Str W, And here is the end of my voyage to Eng- 
land ! — a voyage, which, for years, my mind has dwelt 
on with delight i-^I pictured to myself my daughter 
grown to womanhood, beautiful I and so she is.— Ac- 
complished ! and so she is. — Virtuous ! and so she i9. 
Am I of a discontented nature, then, that I am not satis- 
fied? Am I too nice? Perhaps I am. Soothinff 
thought I I will for a moment cherish it, and dweU 
with some little gratitude upon her late anxiety for my 
safety. [He walks about in a thoughtful musing man" 
ner. — 'A loud thrusting and rapping is 
heard at his chamber-door, R. 

Enter Miss Dorrillon, hastily and in affright, R* 

Miss Dorr. Oh, Mr, Mandred, I beg your pardon— 
I did not know this was your apartment. But suffer 
me to lock the door : [she locks it^ and conceal me for 
a moment, for heaven's sake ! 
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Str W, What s the matter ? Why haT© you locked 
my door ? 

Miss Dorr. [Trembling. "i I dare not tell you. 

Sir W, I insist upon knowing^. 

Miss Dorr. Why then— I am pursued by a —— I 
cannot name the horrid name ■ 

Nab. [WithovlJ] She went into this room.* 

Miss Dorr. [To Sir William.] Go to the door, and 
say I did not. 

Sir W. How ! 

'Nab. [Without.'] Please to open the door. 

Miss Dorr, Threaten to beat him if he won't go 
away. 

Sir W. Oiye me the key, and let me see from whom 
you want to hide. — [Commandingly.] — Give me the 
key. 

Miss Dorr. [Collecting firmness.'] I will not. 

Sir W. [Starting.] " Will not**—" Will not," when 
I desire you ! 

Miss Dorr. No— since you refuse me protection, I'll 
protect myself. 

Sir W. But yon had better not have made use of that 
expression to me — you had better not. Recall it by 
giving me the key. 

Mi»s Dorr. If I do, will you let me conceal myself 
behind that bookcase, and say I am not here ? 

Sir W. Utter a falsehood?. 

Miss Dorr. I would for you. 

[A hammering at the door. 

Sir W. They are breaking open the door. Give me 
the key, I command you. 

Miss Dorr. " CJommand me!" "command me!" 
However, there it is. [Gives it him.] And now, if 
you are a gentleman, give me up if you dare ! 

Sir W. ** If I am a gentleman »" Hem, hem—" If 
I am a gentleman !" " Dares" me, too f 

[Going slowly towards the door. 

Miss Dorr. Yes. I nave now thrown myself upon 
your protection : and if you deliver me to my ene- 
mies 

Sir W^ What enemies 1 What business have you 
with enemies ? 

Miss Dorr. 'Tis they have business with me. 

Sir W. [ To them without.] I am coming. The door 
■hall be opened. 

Miss Dorr. [Follows, and lays hold of him.] Oh, for 
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heaven's saice, have pity on me ! — they are merciless 
creditors-* I shall be dragged to a prison. Do not de-* 
liver me up— I am anfortunate — I am overwhelmed with 
misfortune-^have compassion on me ! 

{She falls on her knees. 
Sir W, [/» great agitalionJ] Don't kneel to me I — I 
don't mean you to kneel to me I — What makes you 
think of kneeling to me ?— I must do my duty. 

[He unlocks the door. 

Enter Nabson — Miss Dorrillon steals behind the 

large chair. 

Sir W. What did you want, sir ? 
* Nab. A lady, that I have just this minute made my 
prisoner ; but she ran from me, and locked herself in 
here. 

Sir W* [With surprise."] Arrested a lady ! 

Nab. Yes, sir ; and if you mean to deny her being 
here, I must make bold to search the room. 
- Sir W. Let me look at your credentials— [TaJire* the 
writ.'\ ** Elizabeth Dorrillon for six hundred pounds." 
Pray, sir, is it customary to have female names on pieces 
of paper of this denomination ? 

Nab. Oh yes, sir, very customary. There are as 
many ladies ^ho will run into tradesmen's books, as 
there are gentlemen ; and when one goes to take the 
ladies, they are a thousand times more slippery to catch 
til an the men. 

Sir W. Abominable! Well, sir, your present pri- 
soner shall not «lip through your hands, if I can prevent 
it. 1 scorn to defend a worthless woman, as much as I 
should glory in preserving a good one : and I give my- 
self Joy in being the instrument of your executing 
justice. [He goes and leads Miss Dorrillon /rom^ie 
place where she was concealed-^ she casts down her 
head.'\ What ! do you droop ! Do you tremble ? You, 
who at the ball to-night would have danced lightly, 
though your poor creditor had been perishing with 
want I You, who never asked yourself if your extrava- 
gance might not send an industrious father of a family 
to prison, — can you feel on the prospect of going thither 
yourself? 

Miss Dorr. For what cause am I the object of your 
perpetutil persecution ? 

Nab. Lor ! Madam, the gentleman means to bail you 
after all : I can see it by his looks. 
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Jjofrd p. No— she shuns temptation. Has she not in 
this very house been compelled to make exertions? 
Has she not detected and exposed both Mr. Mandred 
and Mr. Bronzely ? 

Ijady M, Bronzely ! Bronzely ! How ! [Aside, 1 
Another riral ? 

• Lord P. She has not done with him yet, T belieTe ; 
for, to tell the truth, he is now with her at my house in 
Park-street. He taxed me with being jealous of my 
wife : to prove in what contempt I held the accusation, 
I left them together, and bid him make love to her. 

Lady M, Is that possible ? 
" Lord P. I can't say I would have done so rash an 
action, had I been married to some women — to you, for 
instance — but I have not a doubt of Lady Priory's 
safety : her mind, I know, is secure, and I have ser- 
vants in the house to protect her from personal out- 
rage. The only fear is, lest he should have received 
one; for *tis now near two hours [looking at his 
fpatch'\ since I came away, and I have neither seen nor 
heard any thing of either of them ! But to your lady- 
ship's concerns. 

Lady M, I am at this instant, my lord, in the power 
of an implacable" creditor ; and without a friend who 
will give bond for a certain, sum, I must — I blush to 
name it — be taken to a prison. 

Lord P. I am not at all surprised at the circumstance, 
madam : but it amazes me that you should apply to me 
for deliverance. You have a brother in town ; why not 
send to him ? 

Lady 3i, He was my friend the very last time a dis- 
tress of this kind befel me. [Weeps, 

Lord P, Ask Mr. Norberry. 

Lady M, He was my friend the time before. 

Lord P. Mr. Bronzely, then. 

Lady M, And Bronzely the time before that. 

Enter Oliver. 

• 

Lord P. Ah, Oliver I T am glad to see you, my good 
fellow. Ha ! what have you done with Mr. Bronzely ? 

Oliv, Nay, my lord, that 1 can't tell. I can't tell 
what he has done with himself. 

Lord P. How long has he been gone from'myliouse? 

Oliv, He is not gone yet as I knoV of; for none of 
the servants let him out. 
^ Lord P. Not gone ! and you can't tell where he is ! 
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Oliv, No, that we can't t ve have looked in every 
room for him, and can't find him any where ! 
• Lord P, Not find him ! IRecollecting himself, "i Ho ! 
ho ! I thought how it would be^I thought be*d have 
some trick played him. Where's your lady ? . 

Oliv. That I can't tell neither. We have,' looked in 
every room, and can't find her. 

Lord P. How! 

Oliv, 'Tis as sure as I am alive. I and the butler, two 
footmen, and all the maids, have been looking in par- 
lours, chambers, and garrets, every crick and corner, 
and no where can we find either Mr, Bronzely or my 
lady : but, wherever they are, there's no doubt but they 
are together. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha I 

Ladp M. Ha, ha, ha I No doubt at all, Mr. Oliver. 

Lord P, Together I together ! and not in my house ! 
You tell a falsehood. Til go myself and find them. ^ 

Oliv, You must look sharp, then. 

Lord P. How came you to miss them ? 

Oliv, I chanced to go into the next room, to see if 
there was a proper fire to get it well aired ; I knew I 
had taken Mr. Bronzely to my lady in the Inner room, 
and I had heard them both laughing not a quarter of an 
hour before ; but now, all on a sudden, there was neither 
laughing nor talking, nor any noise at all ; every thing 
was so quiet you might have heard a pin drop. 

Lord P. [Anxiousljf.] Well ! 

Oliv, And so I thought to myself, thought I, I'll sit 
down here ; for my lady will be ringing soon : however, 
there was no ringing for a whole hedf hour ; and so then 
I thought I would e'en rap at the door ; but nobody 
called ^* Come in." So then I went in of my own ac- 
cord ; and there I found 

Lord P. What? 

Oliv, Nobody ! not a soul to be seen ! 

Lord P. [^affecting indifference,'] Oh I she has been 
playing Bronzely some trick ! She has been hiding 
him ; and in some miserable place ! 

Oliv. But why need she hide herself along with 
him? 

£}nter Mr. Norberrt, at the Door. 

Mr, Nofrb, My dear friend, my dear Lord Priory, 
let me speak with you alone. — I come upon business 
that— 

E 
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Lord p. You look pale ! What is your business ? 
Tell it me at once. 

Mr, Norb, It is of so delicate a natur e 

Lard P. I know my wife is with Mr. Bronzely — I 
left them together. I know he is a licentious man ; but 

1 know she is an innocent woman. ^Now, what have 

you to tell me ? 

Mr, Norb, What I have just learnt from one of your 
servants. About a quarter of an hour after you left 
them, they stole softly out at the back of your house^ 
ran to a post-chaise and four that was in waiting, and 
drove off together full speed. 

Lord P. Gone ! eloped ! run away from me ! left 
me ! left the tenderest, kindest, most indulgent husband, 
that ever woman had ! 

Lady 3f. That we can all witness. 

Lord P, 1 was too fond of her — my affection ruined 
her — women are ungrateful — I did not exert a husband*s 
authority — I was not strict enough — I humoured and 
spoiled her I — Bless me I what a thick mist is come over 
my eyes ! 

Lady M, No, my lord, it is clearing away. 

Lord P, Lead me to my room. [He is led off by Mr. 
NoRBERRT, exhausted with grief and anger, 

[Oliver looks after Lord Priory, then taJces out his 
handkerchiif, and follows him off crying, l. 

Lady M, Ha, ha, ha ! Oh, how I enjoy this distress ! 
Ha, ha, ha ! 

[ The officer who has attended her during the scene, and 
kept at the farther part of the stage, now comes forward, 
and bows to her. She starts on seeing him — takes o«£ 
her handkerchief and goes crying off at R. d. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — An Apartment at Mr, Bronzely^s, 

Enlter Housekeeper and Footman, l. 

House, Dinner enough for twelve, and only two to sit 
down to it ! Come home without one preparation — not 
a bed aired, or the furniture uncovered. 

Foot, This is not the first time he has done so. 

House, No ; but 'tis always thus when a woman's in 

the case. Well, I do say that my own sex are 

, Foot. Hush ! here they are. Run away. lExeunt, R. 

Enter Lady Priory and Mr. Bronzely, l. 

Lady P. Only twelve miles from London ? 

Bronz, No more, be assured. 

Lady P, And you avow that I did not come hither by 
the commands of my husband, but was deceived into 
that belief by you ? 

Bronz, Still it was by his commands your servant 
introduced me to you ; and, upon an errand, which 
I feared to deliver till I arrived at a house of my 
own. 

Lady P. What is the errand ? 
f Bronz. To tell you that 1 love ypu. 

Lady P, Do you assert, Lord Priory sent you to me 
for this? 

Bronz, I assert, that, in triumph at your betraying 
to him our private appointment, he gave me leave to 
have a second trial. If, then, you have ever harboured 
one wish to revenge and forsake a churlish ungrateful 
partner, never return to him more — but remain with 
me. 

Lady P, And what shall I have gained by the exchange, 
when you become churlish, when you become ungrate- 
ful ? My children's shame ! the world's contempt ! and 
yours I [Smiling,'\ Come, come ; you are but jesting, 
Mr. Bronzely ! You would not affront my little share 
of common sense by making the serious offer of so bad 

E 3 
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a bargain. Come, own the jest, and take me home 
immediately. 

Bronz. Is it impossible for me to excite your tender- 
ness? 

Ladi/ P. Utterly impossible. . 

Bronx, I will then rouse your terror. 

L(tdy P. Even that I defy. 

Bronz, Lady Priory, you are in a lonely house of mine, 
where I am sole master, and all the servants slaves to 
my will. 

[Lady Priort calmly takes out her knitting, draws 
a chair y and sits down to knit a pair (if stockings.'] 

Bronz. \^Aside.'] This composure is worse than re* 
proach — a woman who meant to yield would be outra* 
xeous.— [Goes to speak to her, then turns awaif'\ — By 
heaven she looks so respectable in that employment, t 
am afraid to insult her. [^Jfter a struggle nSith hitnseff] 
Ah ! don't you fear me ? 

Lady'P, No— for y&ur fears will protect me— I have 
no occasion for my own. 
^ Bronz, What have 1 to fear? 

^ Lady P. You fear to lounge no more at routs, at balls, 
at operas, in Bond-street ; no more to dance in circles, . 
chat in side-boxes, or roar at taverns : for you hav» 
observed enough upon the events of life to know— that 
an atrocious offence like violence to a woman, never 
escapes condign punishment. 

Brans. Oh I for once, let your mind be feminine as 
your person ^ hear the vows— 

[He seizes her hand — she rises-^he starts back. 

Lady P. Ah I did not I tell you, you were afraid ? 
'Tis you who are afraid of me, \_He looks abashed."] 
Gome, you are ashamed, too — I see you are, and I par- 
don you. — In requital, suffer me to return home imme- 
diately. [He shakes his head.] How I Are not you 

ashamed of yourself ? 

Bronz. I was not this moment ^But now you men- 
tion it, I think I am. 

Lady P, Repent your folly, then, and take me home. 

[Hastily,' 

Bronz. Can you wish to go back to the man who 
has made this trial of your fidelity, and not resent his 
conduct ? 

Lady P. Most assuredly I wish to return. But if 
you deliver me safe, perfectly safe from farther insiilt, 
it will be impossible for me not to show resentment to' 
Lord Priory. 
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Bronx, Why only in that case ? 

Lady P, Because, only in that case, you will make an 
impression on my heart — and I will resent his having 
exposed me to such a temptation. 

Bronz, Oh ! V\\ take you home directly— -this moment. 
— I make an impression on your heart ! William ! — 
[calling,^ — 1*11 take you home directly. Here, John, 
Thomas, William — [calling'\ — But, upon ray life, it 
will be a hard task — I cannot do it — I am afraid — I am 
afraid I cannot. — Besides, what are we to say when 
we go back ?— No matter what, so you will but think 
kindly of me. 

Enter Sebvant. 

Order the horses to be put to the chaise ; I am going 
back to London immediately. Quick ! quick ! Bid the 
man not be a moment, for fear I should change my 
mind. 

Serv, The chaise is ready now, sir ; for the post-boy 
was going back without unharnessing his horses. 

Bronz, Then tell him he must perform his journey in 
hair an hour — If he is a moment longer, my reso- 
lution will stop on the road. [Exit Servant.] I feel 
my good designs stealing away already :— now they 
are flying rapidly. [Taking hKDn Priory's Aond.] — 
Please to look another way — I shall certainly recani 
if I see you. [Going,'] — And now should I have the 
resolution to take you straight to your husband, you 
will have made a more contemptible figure of me 
by this last trick, than by any one you have played 
me. [ExH, leading her off, 1j, 

Bronx, [ Without,] Tell the noat-boy he need not wait 
— I have changed my mind — I sha*n*t go to London to- 
night. 

SCENE IL— il Room in a Prison, 

Enter Miss Doreillon and Mr. Norbbrrt, r, 

Mr, Norb, You ought to have known it was in vain 
to send for me. Have not 1 repeatedly declared, that 
till I heard from your father, you should receive nothing 
more from me than a bare subsistence ? — I promise to 
allow you thus much, even in this miserable place : but 
do not indulge a hope that I can release you from it. 
[8Ae weeps— he goes to the door—^en returjis,] I foi- 

£ 3 
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got to mention, that Mr. Mandred goes on board to-mor- 
row for India ; and, little as you may think of his sen- 
sibility, he seens concerned at the thought of quitting' 
England without just bidding you farewell. He came 
with me hither — shall I send him up ? 

Miss Dorr, Oh I no : for heaven's sake ! — Deliver 
me from. his asperity, as you would save me from dis- 
traction. 

Mr, Norb, Nay, 'tis for the last time— you had better 
see him. You may be sorry, perhaps, you did not, 
when he is gone. 

MUs Dorr, No, no: I sha'n't be sorry. — Gotland ex- 
cuse me — Go, and prevent his coming. I cannot see 
him. — [Exit Mr, Norbbrry, r.] — ^This would be aggra- 
vation of punishment, to shut me in a prison, and yet 
not shelter me from the insults of the world ! 

Enter Sir William, r. — [She starts,'\ 

Sir W, I know you have desired not to be troubled 
with my visit ; and I come with all humility. — I do not 
come, be assured, to reproach you. 

Miss Dm*r. Unexpected mercy ! 
, Sir W, No I — ^though I have watched your course 
with anger, yet I do not behold its end with triumph. 

Miss Dorr, It is not to your honour, that you think 
it necessary to give this statement of your mind. 

Sir W, May be ; — but I never boasted of perfection, 
though I can boast of grief that I am so far beneath it. 
I can boast too, that though I frequently give offence to 
others, I could never part with any one for ever (as I 
DOW shall with you), without endeavouring to make 
some atonement. 

Miss Dorr, You acknowledge, then, your cruelty to 
me? 

Sir W, I acknowledge I have taken upon me to ad- 
vise, beyond the liberty allowed by custom, to one who 
has no apparent interest or authority. — But, not to re- 
peat what has passed, I come, with the approbation of 
your friend, Mr. Norberry, to make a proposal to yoo, 
for the future. [He draws chairs^ and they sit» 

Miss Dorr, What proposal ? — what is it ? [Eagerly, 

Sir W, Mr. Norberry will not give either his money, 
or his word, to release you — but as I am rich, have lost 
my only child, and wish to do some good with my for- 
tune, I will instantly lay down the money of which you 
are in want, upon certain conditions. 
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Miss Dorr, Do I hear right ? — Is it possible I can 
find a friend in ^ou?— a friend to relieve me from the^ 
depth of misery ? — Oh, Mr. Mandred,'! 

Sir W, Before you return thanks^ hear the conditions 
on which 1 make the offer. 

Miss Dorr, Any conditions — what you please. 

Sir JF, You must promise, never, never to return to 
your former follies and extravagancies. [She looks 
down,'] — Do you hesitate 1 Do you refuse 1 — ^Won't you 
promise % 

Miss Dorr, I'would, willingly— but for one reason. 

Sir W, And what is that ? 

Miss Dorr, The fear I should not keep my word. 

Sir W, You will, if your fear be real. 

Miss Dorr, It is real — it is even so great, that I have 
no hope. 

Sir W. You refuse my offer, then, and dismiss me ? 

[Rises, 

Miss Dorr, [Rising eUso,'] With much reluctance.— 
But|I cannot, indeed I cannot make a promise, unless I 
were to feel my heart wholly jsubdued, and my mind 
entirely convinced that I should never break it. Sir, I 
am most sincerely obliged to you for the good which I 
am sure you designed me ; but do not tempt me with 
the proposal again — do not place me in a situation that 
might add to all my other afflictions, 'the remorse of 
having deceived you. 

Sir W, [After a pause."] Well, I will dispense with 
this condition); but there is another I must substitute in 
itS;Stead. Resolve to pass the remainder of your life, 
some few ensuing years at least, in the country. [She 
ttarts,] Do you start at that ? 

Miss Dorr, I do not love the country ; I am always 
miserable while I am from London. Besides, there are 
no follies or extravagancies in the country.— ^Dear sir, 
this is giving me up the first condition, and then forcing 
me to keep it. 

Sir W, There, madam, [Takes out his pocket- 
book] 1 scorn to hold out hopes, and then destroy them. 
There is a thousand pounds, free of all conditions — [She 
takes U] — extricate youraelf from this situation, and be 
your own mistress to return it when you please. [Going,. 

Miss Dorr, Oh, my ^benefactor, bid me farewell at 
parting — do not leave me in anger. 

Sir W, How! will you dictate terms to me, while 
you reject all mine? _. 
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Miss Dorr, Then only suffer me to express my yra.- 
titude — 

Sir W. I will not hear you. Going, 

Miss Dorr, Then hear me on another subject: a sub- 
ject of much importance — indeed it is. 

.Sir W. Well I 

Miss Dorr, You are going to India immediately — It is 
possible that there, or at some place you will stop at on 
your way, you may meet with my father. . 

Sir W, Well • 

Miss Dorr, You have heard that I have expected 
him home for some time past, and that I still live in 
hopes- 
Sir Jkf. Well! [Anxiously. 

Miss Dorr, If yon should see him, and be in his com- 
pany, don't mention me. » 

Sir W. Not mention you? 

Miss Dorr, At least, not my indiscretions. — Oh ! I 
should die if I thought he would ever know of them. 

Sir W. Do you think he would not discover them 
himself, should he ever see you ? 

Miss Dorr, But he would not discover them all ac 
once ; I should be on my guard when he first came — My 
ill habits would steal on him progressively, and not be 
half so shocking as if you were to vociferate them all in 
a breath. 

Sir W, To put you out of apprehension at once, 
your father is not coming home ; nor will he ever re- 
turn to his own country. 

Miss Dorr, {Starting,'] You seem to speak from cer- 
tain knowledge — Oh, heavens I is he not living ? 

Sir W, Yes, living, but under severe affliction ;— 
fortune has changed, and all his hopes are blasted. 

Miss Dorr, "Fortune changed!*' — In poverty ?— my 
father in poverty ? [IFcgpin^.] — Oh, sir, excuse, what 
may perhaps appear fin ill compliment to your bounty : 
but to me, the greatest reverence I can pay to it. — You 
are going to that part of the world wher« he is ; take 
this precious gift back ; search out my father, and let 
him be the object of your beneficence. [Forces it into 
his hand,]— I shall be happy In this prison, indeed I 
shall, so I can but give a momentary relief to my dear, 
dear father. [Sia William takes out his handkerchief.] 
—You weep !— this present, perhaps, would be but a 
p oor alleviation of his sufferings ; perhaps he is in sick- 
ness, or a prisoner !-r-Oh ! if he is, release me ior 
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stantly, and take me With you to the place of his con- 
fiuement. 

Sir W. What! quit the joys of London ? 

Miss Dorr, On such an errand 1 would quit them all 
without a sigh — ^And here I make a solemn promise to 
you — [Kneeling. 

Sir W, Hold, you may wish to break it. 

Miss Dorr, Never ! — Exact what vow you will on this 
occasion, I will make and keep it.— [Enter Mr. Nor- 
BBBRT, — she rises.] Oh, Mr. Norberry, he has been 
telling me such things of my father ! 

Mr. Norb. Has he t then kneel again— call him by 
that name, and implore him not to disown you for his 
child. 

Miss Dorr. Good heaven ! I dare not— I dare not do 
as you require. [She faints on Norbbrrt. 

Sir W. [Going to Aer.]— My daughter ! my child I 

Mr. Norb. At those names she revives. [She raises 
her head^ but expresses great a^fation.]— Come, let us 
quit this wretched place ; she will be better then. My 
carriage is at the door. You will follow us. 

[Exeunt, leading off Miss Dorrillow, r. 

Sir fV, Follow you I — Yes — ^and I perceive that, in 
spite of philosophy, justice, or resolution, I could fol- 
low you all the world over. [Exit. 

SCENE lU.-^ Another Room in the Prison, — Lady 
Mary discovered sitting in a d^ected posture, at a 
miserable table. 

Lady M. Provoking ! not an answer to one of my pa- 
thetic letters I — nor a creature to come and condole with 
me ! — Oh, that I could but regain my liberty before my 
disgrace is announced in the public prints I I could 
then boldly contradict every paragraph that asserted 
it,— by " We have authority to say, no such event ever 
took place," 

Enter a Man belonging to the prison, l. 

Man, One Sir George Evelyn is here, madam ; he 
will not name your name, because it sha*n't be made 
public ; but he desires you will permit him to come and 
speak a few words to you, provided you are the young 
lady from Grosvenor-street, with whom he has the 
pleasure of being acquainted. 
^ Ladg M. Yes, yes, I am the young lady from Gros- 
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Tenor-Street : my compliments to Sir George ; I am that 
lady ; intimately acquainted with him ; and entreat he 
will walk up. [Exit the Man.] This is a most fortunate 
incident in my tragedy I Sir Oeorge no doubt takes me 
for Miss Dorrillon ; yet I am sure he is too much the 
roan of gallantry and good breeding to leave me in this 
place, although he visits me by mistake. 

Sir George Evelyn {^tpeaking a« he enters^ l.] 

'' ' Sir G, Madam, you are free— the doors of the prison 

are open — ^my word is passed for the [^He stop»-^ 

looks around-^xpresses surprise and confusion.'] 

Lady M, [Curtsjfing very low.'] Sir George, I am un- 
der the most infinite obligation ! — Words are too poor 
to convey the sense I have of this act of friendship — 
but I trust my gratitude will for ever 

Sir G, [conjiised.] Madam — really— I ought to apo- 
logise for the liberty I have taken. 

Lady M, No liberty at all, Sir George — at least, no 
apology is necessary — T insist on hearing no excuses. 
A virtuous action requires no preface, no prologue, no 
ceremony — and surely, if one action be more noble and 
generous than another, it must be that one, where an act 
of benevolence is conferred, and the object, an object 
of total indifference to the liberal benefactor.— Generous 
man, good evening. — Call me a coach. [Going. 

Sir G, Stay, Madam— I beg leave to say 

Lady M. Not a word — 1 won't hear a word — my 
thanks shall drown whatever you have to say. 

Enter the former Man, l. 

Sir G. Pray, sir, did not you tell me, 3'ou had a very 
young lady under your care ? 

Man. Yes, sir, so I had — but she, it seems, has just 
been • released, and is gone away with the gentleman 
who paid the debt. 

Lady M, Do you mean Miss Dorrillon? 
I Man. I mean the other lady from Grosvenor- street. 
- Sir G. Who can have released her ? 

Lady M. Some friend of miiif, I dare say, by mis- 
take — Well, if it is so, she is extremely welcome to the 
good fortune which was designed for me» For my part, 
I could not submit to an obligation from every one—^ 
scarcely from any one— and from no one with so little 
regret as I submit to it from Sir George Evelyn. 

[Exit, curtsying to Sir George, l. 
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Sir G. Distraction ! the first disappointment is no- 
things to this second ! to the reflection that Miss Dorrik- 
lon has been set at liberty by any man on earth except 
myself. [Exit, l. 

i SCENE IV,'—An Apartment at Mr. Norberry's. 
Enter Lord Priory, r. 

Lord P. What a situation is mine I 1 cannot beai 
solitude, and am ashamed to see company. I cannot bear 
to think on the ungrateful woman, and yet I can think 
of nothing ^Ise ! It was her conduct which I imagined 
had alone charmed me ; but I perceive her power over 
my heart, though that conduct is changed I 

\. Enter Mr. Norberry, Sir William, and Miss 

DORRILLON, L. 

» 

Mr, Norb, My dear Lord Priory, exert your spirits 
to receive and congratulate a friend of mine. Sir Wil- 
liam Dorrillon [Presenting him'\^ father to this young 
woman, whose failings he has endeavoured to correct 
under the borrowed name of Mandred. 

Sir fV, And with that fictitious name, I hope to dis- 
burthen myself of the imputation of having ever offered 
an affront to my Lord Priory. [He takes Lord Priory 
aside, and they talk, together.'] 

Enter Sir George Evelyn, l. 

Sir G. Is it possible what I have heard is true ? Was 
it Mr. Mandred who has, restored Miss Dorrillon to the 
protection of Mr. Norberry ? 

Sir W. [Coming forward."] No, Sir George: I have 
now taken her under my own protection. 

Sir G. By what title, sir ? 

Sir W. A very tender one — don't be alarmed — I am 
her father. 

Sir G. Sir William Dorrillon ! [They talk apart. 

Enter Lady Mary, r. 

Ladjf M. Has there been any intelligence of my Lady 
Piiory yet? [Sees Miss Dorrillon.] My dear Dor- 
rillon, a lover of yours has done the civilest thing by 

me ! As I live, here he is. How do you do. Sir 

George? I suppose you have all heard the news of 
Bronzely running away with- 

Miss Dor. Hush !— Lord Priory is here. 
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Lady M. Oh, he knows It— and it !s not improper to 
remind him of it— it will teach him humility. 

Lord P. I am humble. Lady Mary, and own I have 
had a better opinion of your sex than 1 ought to have 
had. 

Ladp Jfcf. You mean, of your management of us ; of 
your instructions, restrictions, and corrections. 

Enter Servant. 

* Serv, Lady Priory and Mr. Bronzely. 

Leidy M. What of them ? ^ 

Serv, They are here. 

Loi^d P. I said sheM preserve her fidelity ! Did not 
I always say so ? Have I wavered once 1 Did I not 
always tell you all that she was only making game of 
Bronzely ? Did I not tell you all so ? 

Enter Bronze{.y and Lady Priory, l."" 

Bronx, Then, indeed, my lord, you said truly ; for I 
return the arrantest blockhead— 

Lord P. I always said you would ! But how is it ? 
Where have you been ? What occasion for a post-chaise ? 
Instantly explain, or I shall forfeit that dignity of a 
husband to which, in these degenerate times, I have 
almost an exclusive right.' 

Bronz. To reinstate you, ray lord, in those honours, 
I accompany Lady Priory ; and beg public pardon for 
the opinion I once publicly professed of your want 
of influence over her affections. 

Lord P. Do you hear ? Do you all hear? Lady Mary, 
do you hear ? 

Bronz, Taking advantage of your permission to call 
on her, by stratagem I induced her to quit your house, 
lest restraint might there act as my enemy. But your 
authority, your prerogative, your honour attached to 
her under my roof. She has held those rights sacred, 
and compelled even me to revere them. 

Lord P, Do you all hear? I was sure it would turn 
out so ! 

Lady M, This is the first time I ever knew the gal- 
lant's word taken for a woman's honour. 

Lord P, I will take her own word— the tongue which 
for eleven years has never in the slightest instance de- 
ceived me, I will believe upon all occasions. My dear 
wife, boldly pronounce before this company that you 
return to me with the same affection and respect, and 
the self-same contempt for^this man—- [To Bronzely] 
— ^you ever had. ' ^ [A short pause. 



Lady M. She utkes no AQ^ver* 
' L$rd P. Hush ! Hush i Sbe is going to spoak,— 
[dtto<Aer|Miii«0]— Why, why 4on't you speak t 

Ladj^ P. Because I am at a loss what to say. 

lMd$ M, Hear, hear, hear^-^do you all hear? 

Lord P. Can you be at a loss to declare you hate 
Mr. BroDzely ? 

Lady P« I do not hate him. 

Lady M, I was sure it would turn out so. 

Lord P. Can you be at a loss to say you love me Z 

[She appears embarraued. 
\ Lady Hi, She is at a loss. 

Lord P. How 1 Don*t you f^ar me 7 

Lady P. Yes. 

Lady M, She speaks plainly to that question. 
. Lord P. Yon know I loTe truths-speak plainly to all 
their curiosity requires. 

Lady P. Since you command it, then, my lord— I 
confefs that Mr. Bronzely's conduct towards me has 
jcaused a kind of sentiment in my heart*—— 

Lard P. Hah! What? 

LeUly M. You must believe her—*' she has told you 
truth for eleven years." 

Xody P. A sensation which— r- 

Ijotd P. Stop-^any truth but this I could have borne, 
-^fleflect on wnat you are saying — Consider what yon , 
.are doing — ^Are these your primitive manners ? 

Lady P. I should have continued* those manners, had 
I known none but primitive men. But to preserve an- 
oient austerity, while, by my husband's consent, I am 
assailed by modem gallantry, would be the task of a 
StoifC, and not of his female slave. 

Lady JIf. Do you hear ? Do yon all hear ? My lord, 
do fftow hear ? 

' Lord P. I do— I do— and, though the sound distracts 
me, I cannot doubt her word. 

Lady P. It gives me excessive joy to hear yon say 
no: because you will not then doubt me when I add— — 
.that gratitude, for his restoring me so soon to you, is 
the only sentiment he has inspired. 

Lor4 P. Then my management of a wife-is ri^ht, after 

Mr, Norlf. Mr. Bron^ely, as your present behaviour 
has in great measure atoned for your former actions, I 
will introduce to your ]|L$qttaintaiice, my friend Sir Wil- 
liam DorriUonj 
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BnmM. Mandrod, Sir WiUiam DorriUon! 

Sir IT. And consideriDg, sir, Ifaat upon «»• «r two 
oocasioQs I have been hoodured with your eonfidenoo— 
you will not be surprised, if the first command I lay 
upon my daughter, is— to take refuge from yourpiiMiitB 
in the protection of Sir George Evelyn. 

Sir Gf. And may I hope, Maria 7 . , 

Miss Dorr, No^I uriil instantly put an end to all your 



SirG. Howl 

Sir W, By raising you to the summit of your wishes. 
Alarmed at my severity, she has owned her readiness 
to become the subject of a milder government. • . 

Sir Q, She shall never repine at the election she has 
made. 

Lord P. But, Sir George, if you are a prudent mnn, 
you will fix your eyes on my little domestic state, and 
guard against a rebellion. 

' Lady P. Not the rigour of its laws has ever induoed 
me to wish them abolished. 

Bronx, [To Ladt Priory.] Dear lady, you haTo 
made me think with reverence on the matrimonial com* 
pact: and I demaud of you, lady Mary — ^if, in conse- 
quence of former overtures, I should establish a legal 
authority over you, and become your chief magistrate, 
would you submit to the same control to which lady 
Priory submits 1 

Lady M, Any control, rather than have no chief ma- 
gistrate at all. 

Sir G, [To Miss Dok«illon.] And what do you say 
to this ? 

Miss Dorr, Simply one sentence — A maid of the pre- 
sent day shall become a wife like those^df former 
times. [ Tke scene closes, — she comei forward. 

ADDRESS, WRITTEN BY MR. TAYLOR. 

' ' Well, female critics, what's the sentence, say^— 
Can you with kindness treat this saucy play, 

-^* That gives to ancient dames the wreath of praiie. 
And boldly censures those of modem days ? 

^^ Bring us good husbands first, and, on my life, 
For every one we*ll show as good a wife. 
Whate'er the errors in the nuptial stato, 
Man sets th' example to his passive vasiiB ; 
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While all tlie Tiitues the proud sex can claim, ^ 

Prom female inflaence caught the gen'roas flame. 
I Nay, though oar gallant rulers of tb» main 
• With force resistless cruBh the pride of Spain, 

'Tie woman triumphs — ^that inspiring charm . 

With tenfold Tigour nenres the hero's arm : 
i Porl^ing and country though they nobly bleed. 

The smile of beauty is their dearest meed ; 
. And Taliant tars should still be beauty's care, 

Sinee ^tis '* the braye alone desenre toe faii/ 
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LOFTY PROJECTS, &c. 



SCENE I. — A Garret. — A door in the JUd^ as leading 
to an inner apartment, — On one side a piano-forte^ 
covered wiih books and music-paper* — On the other 
side^ an easel, with an unfinished landscape upon it, 
and a writing-desk ; and, at the back, a table, con^ 
tuining colours, pencils, palette, busts, models of 
machinery. Sec, — Calliope discovered reading.* 

* 

Enter Versatile. 

Cal. Ah, Mr. Versatile ! This is indeed an early 
Tisit. 

Ver. My dear girl, I cannot ifjuch longer endure this 
torment of Tantalus. *' I have actually been deliberat- 
** ing for the last half-hour whether I should blow my 
*^ brains out, or corae and snatch interview with you. 

*' Cal. And 1 think I may, without vanity, venture to 
** say, that you have made the wisest choice. Fie, sir ! 
** to indulge such melancholy ideas at your age, with 
*' your reputation and fortune. 

" Ver. But my reputation avails nothing towards 
** realizing my fondest hopes : and my fortune, which 
.** ought to be a blessing to me, is my greatest curse ! 
"'' since" it seems that your father's chief objection to 
pur union is that I am too rich. There vare many pre- 
judices which have some show of reason in them ; but 
his is the most unaccountable infatuation. 

* The pasgages distinguished by inyerted commas were omitted 
in the representation. 
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Col. Call it what you will, it is my proTiooe to 
respect it. ** Such, sir, is his reTerence for the muses, 
** that, ef en in the act of making me a christian, he 
*^ gave me a heathen name ; and, from my cradie, de- 
** stined me for the stage : resolyed, as he said, that my 
** talents should be my patrimony, and that I should be 
** the architect of my own fame and opulence. 

^' Ver. Yet your father's objection ought not to ex- 
** tend to me ; for not only have I nwde considerable 
*' progress in all the accomplishments which • he so ar- 
** dently pursues, but have embraced another. The 
** celebrated Mr. Tryatall, the actor, has taken my 
^* second floor for the season ; and, during his stay, is to 
** give me lessons in his art. 

*' CaL Still, sir, you are but an amateur: whereas,*' 
ny father is so devoted an artist, and so enthusiastic a 
projector, that he has repeatedly expressed to me his 
resolution never to accept, as a son-in-law, any man 
who cannot prove himself to be, either the author of 
lome brilliant intention, or an absolute j/rqficient in, 
ftt least, one profitable art. 

Ver. But, my dear Calliope, what is to constitute 
proficiency ? Zounds I why your father seems to think 
that no man can possess superior talent unless he daily 
run the gauntlet, threadbare and pennyless, through a 
host of duns ; and that no head can r< ceive inspiration, 
except it inhabit an apartment which subjects it to be 
constantly knocked against the tiles. 

CaL Ha, ha, ha ! Indeed, you haye defined his pecu- 
liarities pretty accurately. 

Ii^'er. Then what's to be done? [Considers.^ Egad, I 
have it ! your father is my lodger: he has been enjoy- 
ing a bird's-eye view of the metropolis, from his cloud- 
eapt study here, for upwards of a twelvemonth, without 
paying any rent; and, if nothing else will brinsr him to 
reason, curse me if I don*t seize upon his goods iand 
chattels. 

Cal, If you intend to afford him pleasure, you can- 
irot possibly hit upon a better expedient ; for he is 
iiever so tramfnil as when beset by creditors, and never 
sleeps so soun(Hy as when he has not a bed to lie upon. 
He looks upon duns and bailiffs as an artist's legitimate 
retinue ; and, to say the truth, he is generally ho- 
noured with a pretty numerous suite. There, sir, — 
[Pointing to the door] — ^ou see they are beginning to 
assemble. 
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Enter Mtnhrbb KvANKinkopr a%d Momsiedr ' 

PiROUJBTTE. 

RTonJk. Uf yoH blease, is it not here'dat liTes myn- 
beer Bolymath, de great musician ? . 

Pit, Oui, et monsieur Polymath, de c^Idbre pein- 
tre? 

Vtr. Yes; but they >e both gone out. 

Pir, Ah ha, monsieur: to know ver veil dat all de 
two is no more as one. 

Ver, Well, and youWe come to arrest him, I sup- 
pose. Let me look at your authority. [Hf Mnatches a 
paper. Jrom the hand of Krankinkopf.] Ha ! this 
is bringing matters to a focus.! [To Galliops.] It ap- 
pears by this paper, that these two good gentlemen 
liaTe purchased the whole of your fathers debts, and 
constituted themsel? es his only creditors. 

ICtYMiJi;. Ya! 

Ver, [Aside.'] Why should 1 not take this method of 
securing his favour ? [To Krankinkopf and Piaoti' 
STTE.] Gentlemen, be so good as to follow me. 

Cal, What are you going to do ? 

Ver, Pay them, and rid you of their importunity. 
- Cal, By no means. You would oifend my father be- 
yond all hope of reconciliation. Hark I there he is. 
Now you'll perceive with what composure he*ll meet, 
them. 

PoLTMATB tingi finthout. 

*' Blithe and free, Apollo's sons, 
*' In the high tbode of science, 
** Scorn the threats of surly duns, 
** And to sorrow bid defiance 1'* 

Enter Polymath. 

Pol. Ha ! visitors already ! [He looks in<iuisitively 
at Versatile.] 
' Cal, [Introducing Versatile.] Mr. Versatile, sir. 

Pol, What ! The dominus domi 1 My dear siii» wel- 
come to Attica. Egad (though living • under the same 
roof) we have sofeldom caught a glimpse of each other, 
that I did not recognize you at first sight. [He olaerves 
Krankinkopf and Pirouette.] Calliope, my love, 
who are these gentlemen ? 

Ver, [Hamdima fJie naner to t^otYMATH.l This pa* 
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per, sir, will explain the motive of their Tisit. lApart 
to HuB-CreMort^'w/tiUtPoh'rMAtu pemtcM ihe piiper]. 
1 am the proprietor of the house. Step down to my 
apartment, on the first floor, and 1*11 join yoit^ in a few 
uinotes. 

KraiUe, Nein I Ich Till haben — 

Vmr, X Laying hU hands upon their mouths.'] Hush j 

Pol, Humph! [Turning to the Cr€di(.ors,] Myn- 
heer von Kraakinkopf, music-seller [Kxankimkopf 
howt], and monsieur Pirouette, hair-dresser and dfinoer 
in the opera corps-de-ballet [Pirouette bowsj have 
|»«rcfaased the claims of the whole of my ereditor#» 
Ba, ha, ha I Bravo 1 Gentlemen, I give you joy of 
your bargain. 

Krank. Tell, uf you*U bay fifteen shilliqg in 4« 
bound— 

Ver» [Apart to the CreditorsJ] If you*U hold yow 
tongues, and go down stairs, it shall be the best specu- 
lation you ever made in your lives. 

Pol, Gentlemen, if you*ll have the goodness to •call 
again about t^o hours hence, 1*11 endeavour to vialee 
some satisfactory arrangement ; but, at present, I can- 
not possibly attend to your business, for I am is feto- 
menfary expectation of a visit from one of the ffnost <ili- 
stinguished personages of the day, [He tmrtts to OAb* 
LioPB, tvhilsty ER9^TiLE whi^pcrs to the CredUore.^ 
tlie celebrated Mr. Pomposus Ego has replied to my 
invitation, and is coming this morning to breakfast 
with us, and to give you a lesson in elocution ; so 
take care, my love, to let ns have every thing comfort- 
able. 

Pir, [To y If RSATiLB.} fl6 bien, monsieur; if yoa 
shall promise — 

Ver, I do. Only descend to my apartment, and I 
pledge you my honour that your demands shall be 
paid, in full, within an hour. [He pu$hi9 them ^^ Oftd 
then turns to Polymath.] Good morning, sir, > 

Pol, Nay, sir, doB*t dej^rive us of your good con^ptiqr. 
Let us b& favoured with it to breakfast. 

Ker. I would willingly accept yowr invitation, 'Sir; 
bat, as I have not the honour to koo^ Mr. Pompowui 
Ego 

Pol No more have I. — I never saw him in my life : 
btitwhatof that? ** Hci*s an artist: «o am I. This 
*^ morning he breakfasts with me: to-morrow we'll dino 
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*^}<Mlk hikiu Tliai >'s flte wliy inwhioh meiv ofg^m «B- 

. Ver. I amiAS ready as any one to. waiTft:«liqttert«, 
sir. ;. but, imfortunately, thts. momingt I ham* sqme in*- 
fiortaat busiDe^s to attend to — My rents* to oolleel, 
anii*' — ^ 

JfV£. R«flt&r Bgttd, talking' of that^ I should tfatfik 
my quarter must be nearly expired. ConMv sir :• tii«r© *>» 
nothing like regtthnrity. Let me see t We came in at 
Christmas-^— «. 

. Vt(r^ Bighkaen hundred and twentyothrae; «nd; ttb 
me have' now just entered the year dighteeu husdred 
sad twenty 41 Te-T'--^ 

PoL Twenty-five I Why bless me ! then I ttinst owe 
you ft»nr quarters, instead of one. And, pray, sir, how 
is it that 1 ha? e never received either a writ or a sara 
Inons h 

Ver. Sir, T did not deem it necessary. 

PoL But 1 begp to say that it is necessary. ** Do you 
^ suppose ^hat, with such important avocations as mine, 
^* 1 can afifbr4 to wastoa thought upon the payment of 
^^aparo^ of palti>y debts, unless I receive the cua- 
^^ tomary hint? No, sir :'* a bailiff is as indispensablia 
to me ai a safety- valv« to a steam-engine'; and, if I 
don*t see one enter my doors, about once in three months, 
i bc^gin to ihink thai my aifairs must be in a state of 
derangement. 

Ver, Well, sir, wd*ll speak on the subject another 
time. 

PoL No such thing, sir. Do you imagine that I*n 
eoodeaoend to lodge in your house gratis ? Zounds, 
sir ! do you think that, because you inhabit a first-floor, 
you are to aosume a superiority over au artist of emi- 
nence ? 

Ver, Certainly not, sir. [Atide.'] Egad, I'll humour 
Mm. [To POLYMATH.] Gome, sir ! as my forbearance 
se nis to have given you so much displeasure, 1 now 
demand payment of my rent, forthwith. 

PoL Bravo ! Now you appear in your proper cha- 
racter ; and you shall find that Til not step a jot out of 
mine ; so take an artistes reply : — The devil a shilling 
have I got to pay you with ; but the very first money I 
receive shall be yours. 

Ver, And, pray, sir, when may you expect a supply ? 

ijPoL When ! Egad, you must trust to Providence for 

that, as 1 do. Why, sir, those two harpies who have 
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just quitted us haTe property of thine Ih tbei'r hands) 
the one in manuscript music, and the other in painting^; 
.which cost me the -labour of months ; and the scoun- 
drels pretend that they can't get a shilling for them,-^ 
and perhaps it is so. This is not the age of arts, but 
otprejeets ; and if I could only live to see two of mine 
carried into effect, I would not exchange places with 
the richest duke in the empire. 

Ver. Indeed I What may be the nature of them ? 

Pol, The one, sir, is for no less an object thaii con- 
necting the two continents of Europe and Africa by a gfrand 
submarine excafation from the fortress of Gibraltar to 
the coast of Barbary, with a secret sluice in the centre^ 
to drown a whole army, like Pharoah*s host, in the 
event of their attempting a passage through it to but* 
prise the garrison. 

Ver. Incredible grasp of genius! {^Laughs aside,} 
And the other ? 

PoL The. other, sir, is a scheme for abolishing the 
use of paTement in the streets, and anti-humidizing 
them with an incrustation of impenetrable cement, com- 
posed of gas-clinkers, fire-stone, coal-tar, and brick^ 
dust. The first I have sent, in a memorial, to the secre- 
tary of stkte ; and the second is in the hands of Mr. 
Granite, the parish-contractor. 

Ver, Is it possible that such brilliant talent can go 
unrewarded ? 

Poi, *Tis even so, sir. 

Ver, My dear sir, you are a perfect prodigy of science, 
and I sincerely wit$h your projects all the success they 
so justly merit: meantime, I am quite satisfied with 
your promise, and wish you a good morning. 

[^Exit Versatile, kiswing his hand to Calliope. 

Pol, He *s a fine young man, that Mr. Versatile. *Ti8 
.a pity he doesn't conduct his affairs with more regu- 
larity. Upwards of four quarters rent here, without in- 
sisting upon payment I 

Col. My dear sir, he is more anxious to obtain pos- 
session of the lodger than the rent. His errand this 
mornflng was to renew his importunities. 

Pol, I hope you gave him no encouragement ? 

Cal, On the contrary, sir, I told him that his fortune 
was, with you, an insuperable impediment. 

Pol. And so it is. My solicitude for your happiness 
drroands that it should be so. '' Your husband shall 
** never blush for the poverty of his father-in-law, nor 
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** 'shall CTcr liaTe it in his power to reproach yott with 

'* the. want of a marriage-portion, when you have one 

" of the richest ♦ 

I ** Cal. Me, father? 

** PeL Certainly : your talents. Ere you 're a 

*' twelTemonth older, you shall have one of the first 
'^^ engagements in the metropolis : fifty pounds a week, 

'* besides starring in the recess ; and, before ten years 

** are over your bead, you shall have a handsome inde- 

** pendence of your own acquiring. If Mr. Versatile's 
*** fortune were of this description-^— 

** CaL But, my dear father, if you were to know 

" what advances he is making in the very art 

' '' PoL Pshaw! don't tell me." The man who is 

sure of having a dinner on his table and a guinea in his 
•pocket every day, will never be worth a rush in the arts. 

^* Genius can never arrive at the goal of celebrity un- 

** less it is urged by the spur of necessity. Why, you 
' " have seen the assertion verified in myself. Do you 

•* ever know me to be industrious when I have five 

** pounds in my pocket ? 
** CcU, Certainly not, sir: however, it is not often 

** that I see you idle. 
** Pol, So much the better.*' If I had as good an 

income as Mr. Versatile, it would be the ruin of me. 

[A bell rings, 
Pol. Hark ! As sure as fate there's Mr. Pomposus 
'Ego, and neither you dressed nor the breakfast ready. 
Away, my love, and prepare for )iis reception. [Exit 
Calliope. — The bell rings again violently,]^ Zounds 
and the di^vil ! HeMl jerk my bell off the wire, and de- 
prive all my -creditors of Iheir daily amusement ; for, 
egad, it's the only metallic jingle they're ever entef 
tained with here. [A knock at the door.] Bless me ! 
what will ho think of me for keeping him waiting so 
long? \_He opens the door^ and enter Versatile, per- 
sonating Mynheer Von Krankinkopf.] Hollo ! Mr. 
music-monger, is it you? I desired you lo return in two 
hours. 

Ver. Ya, ya : Aber, but I can't stop. I ay^ dventy 
more debtors to visit, and I am more busy as de devil 
in de high vind. 

Pol, EgAd, then. If many of them inhabit apartments 
like mine, up six pair of stairs, your journey must 
kf ^ you in high wind. 
i re)\ AMI das is goot! Ha, ha, ha! I love de joke! 

B 
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It is. not de demperament of my country,; aber,- 1, an 
von deception. 
Pol, That V\\ be sworn yon are ; '* for, if there's any 
thing jocular about you, your face is about as good an 
index- of yottr raind as a rusty weathercock, that 
*^ points due north in a southerly wind.** 

" Ver. Ya ; because my face boints to de fashionable 
**' music vat I sell, dat is grave and majestoso ; and my mind 
** boints to de broJU, vat is alvays allegro, ha, ha, ha !• 

** Pol. Yes ; your countenance, like your errand, 
*^ seems to lie in the 6ase cliff; and, as you and your 
** French coUeagne act in concert, I suppose, if my 
** reply should happen to be of counter-tenor to your 
** demand, you and the law will soon manage to trebUx\i^ 
•' amount of my debt.** 

'"' Ver, Ah ! dat is mair better as de oder !'* Ha^ ha, 
ha ! — Mynheer Bolymath, you understand music so veil 
dat I shall daak you to make me an overture of sonae 
of your noteitf in quick dime^ oder 1 shall bring de 
br^eesor vat shall make you count de bars of von 
obligato, on de stone instrutnent mid additional keys* 
[He UHbcs papersfrofk his pockety and hands them, one 
by one, to Polymath.] Dereis de Baker, nine bound 
dirteen shilUngs.— Dere is de Batcher, sebenteen pound 
doo and sixpence.— -Dere is de Laundress — 

Pol, [Throwing back the papers.'^ Never mind the 
distribution of parts.— Let*s have a look at it in ictyre. 

Ver, Mid all my heart; aber, it is more as doo <core. 
[He gives another popar.] Dere I It is fifty-dree bound 
nineteen shilling, — 

Pol, Very well, mynheer : I now know the extent of 
your claim, and I luive every hope that, in tbe course 
of a few days, — 

[Be attempts to lead Versatile to the door, 

Ver, Stop, roidin lieber freund !— All vat I said vas 
^o more as joke. You have only see de debtor side of 
de account ; aber, now you shall see de credit. 

Pol, The credit ! what credit ? 

Ver, [Mysteriausly,'i Don't yoU remember de serious 
jDUsic, lat you compose for me, mora as doo year ago, 
to de old Yarman opera ? 

Pol, To be sure I do ; and I thought I was the only 
•leison that did remember it. 

Ver, Mein, roein friend.—** De goot music, in de 
*' stiop, is like de goot vine, von der Rhine, in de greajt 
«« tun von Heidelburg : de more longer it atayi, de more 
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«* b€ftter it gprowfl." [fit a half whwper] I afVe mtde 
til de town bdiere dat it is de composition ottle gveai 
KaH Maria Vim Weber t 

Pol. The devil you have ! 

Ver. Ya ! It is to be call*d '* De blood-stained Se- 
pulchre, oder Love in a Charnel-bonse !** imd, in dree 
week, yon shall see him perform, mid dambU ^reheB' 
IrvM, in all de theatres von London. 

Pol, [In ecsteuv] What I performed in the theatres ! — 
nank Heaven, tnen, my talent is at length appreciated ; 
and in three short weeks all my dreams of fame will be 
realized I 'I shall be applauded on the stage ; «ulo(fized 
in the newspapers 

Ver. Ya! und, vat is mair better as all, paid! jiber, 
ve mustave doo more piece of music, to de most sub- 
lime boetry as ever vas heard. Von shall be^iii'- 

[He declaims in a aepnlchral voice. 
In dis gloomy, blood-stainM oave. 
Come und deck de murderer's grave ! 

De Oder is von grand scena of a magician ?en he make 
de ingaodation. He gommence, 

Dwenty tear, from de crocodile's eye ! 
De skull of voQ dlef, vat ave hung dill he's dry I 
De drainings of von dousand poison'd bowls, 
And de heart of von blood-hound, broil'd upon de 
coals." 

I cannot remember any more ; aber I shall bring it you. 
do-morrow ; und, dat you may set to work mid de bet- 
ter spirit, here, mein freund^lfif tukec a email bag qf 
'.mone^/rom his pockety and offers it to Po^tmath] — 
here is von undrcd hownd,, in advance of your share of 
/4e broftt. 

PoL A hundred .pounds ! [He takes the moivey.lL My 
dear mynheer, youVe the best friend I ever had m my 
life ; and, it you will but continue to pay at this rate, 
egad, I'll write you diabolical duets, terrific trios, 
sepulchral symphonies, and chaotic choruses, enough 
to give hysterics and blue devils to the whole popula- 
tion of the metropolis. 

Ver, [Shaking Polymath's hand,"] Bravo, mein 
freund ! dat is sair goot ! You shall compose ; I shall 
sell : ve shall m'ake all de beeples cry, and ve stiall 
bocket de gelt, and laugh at all devorld. Ha, ha, ha ! 
[He quits PolVmatu.] Goot morghen, mynheer von 
Weber. Ha, ha, ha I [Exit Vebsatiljs. 

B 2 
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. Pol. Adieu, mjmheer. Ha, ha,- ba*! Bless my soul,, 
who could have dreamt of that little German crotchet- 
Tender having so miich talent and so much honesty ?' 
\^He holdt up the tnoney.] " This is the true garnish' 
** for fame ; and, if I now suffer it to be a preventive, 
**• instead of a stimulus, to my diligence, I never de* 
<* serve to get any more." 

Enter Calliope, looking around. 

Col. Bless me, father ! what has become of our 
visitor ? 

Pol. Ask no questions, my dear child, but open the 
piano. 

Ckil. [ Opening the piano."] What are you going to 
do, sir? 

JPol. ni tell you all by and by ; but don*t ask me 
. now. [He setsts himself at the piano, singsy and oc- 
companies hintMe{f.] 

•* SONG, Polymath.* 

*' Let your dull historic prosers 

*^ Vaunt the names of grand composers I 

** Handel, Haydn and Mozart 

** Were mere dabblers in the art : 

'* Purcell, Arnold, Hooke, and Ame, 

** Only fit to grace a barn. 

** Not a man upon the list, 

" Dead or living, I insist, 

** With such fame has graced his labour 

" As the glorious Karl Von Weber.*' 

Cal. My dear sir, what has Weber done for you, that 
you're in such raptures with him ? 

Pol. What has he done ? Made my fortune ! He is 
the modern Apollo, and I shall shine, by borrowing his 
rays, until the world becomes aware of my own lustre. 
If it had not been for the celebrity^of his name, I might 
have languished in obscurity all my life. But I've hit 
it. What do you think of this ? This is the style of 
the day. Every note a Weber. [He sings and aecom' 
panies himse{f.] 

I In this gloomy, blood-stain'd cave. 

' * The above 'onr was. In the representation, replaced by the 
following speech : "Talk of yonr ancient composers I Bv the lyre 
of Euterpe, the glorious Karl Von fFeber is worth a host of 
thtm.* 
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Cat. My dear father, y<rti*re «urfcly deranged. 

Pot. NOf my loTe ; I'm on^y wftiftkiiBterlfig «o tiitt 
nmtiia of others [He U^s mmm piutin pupit^ ^tnd 
sing* and wi'itesn] * In this gloomy*— Oh S I'm' 
made !— ' blood-stafn'd care.' 

Col, Bat pray inform me, sir— ^at ift— * 

Pol. Don*t interrupt me, or y««i *ll tnake tarn fMgtl 
the sweetest passage ! — 

Col. fiut you spo\e of hating amd^ your fortune, sir, 
I «utreat you to* tell me— 

Pol. Have a little patience, and you shttU kfiow all 
tibout it. Here, my love, try e^er the lenor part of 
these few notes, whilst I hum the Im^s. [He irCfi^.] 
l.a>la-la. [The bell rinffs.] Zounds ! here^s somebody 
coming to disturb me in the very moment of Inspirittion. 
{Tfte bell rings more vioienUg.} Ugh! tarse your 
ringing ! [He stops his ears.^ My piece is in B flat, 
find the bell keeps racking tay eai« with its infernal G 
«harp. ['Sings,] La-la-la. [ImHinaes the belt.] Ting a 
Ting ting. I must either chiinge my bell or my kty ; 
or, by heavens, I shall nev^r get it finished ! 

Ca^. With my mind in this painful suspense, I have 
^t the courage to meet a stranger. [Exit C4i*lioi>e. 

Outer VkbsatiIb, as a Dmnken Pavior, 

Ver. I say, be yon Muster Polymath, the schemer? 

Pol, [Hising.] Y«s, friend, 1 am : and pray who art 
you ? 

Ver. Oh, Tm neitfaH* ashamed a«r nlbard to tell 
nobody who I am. My name's Mat Mallet, and 
i*m foreman to MtfSter Granite, tlw paver and ' pacUli 
'COBttaetGir. 

Pol. Well, Mat Malleft; and pray what aay lie 
your business with me t 

■ Ver. Vy, I faney you're the man as purjected von of 
them ere damn'd Inwentions for dding' Kvay iV the 
pavement, dint you ? 

Pol. Well, sir ; and what fiave yott to say te that! 

Ver. Vot ave I got to say t Yy as how you ought to 
oe ashamed o' yourself t that are's vot I*ve got to 
say. 

Pof. Ashamed of myself! 

Vet. Ay, to be sure you ouglit* This wary stxMns fas 
the streets rises up in judgnienit agfit you, for thrvwinip 
•o many poor fellows oat of bpsad» And ro\ dan yott 

B 8 
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do, a*ter all, vi' your clinkers and brickdust ? Vy it 
atnt DO more to be compared to the good old-fashioned 
Humph ! humph ! humph ! nor I am to the lord-mayor 
o* Lunnon. 

Pol. I'll tell you what, my fine fellow : if you 've 
no other errand here, than to abuse me and my system, 
curse me if I don't show you the shortest way into the 
street. 

Ver, [Snapping his fingers,] You touch me if you , 
dare ! Yot, you thinks to cut out that other chap I sup- 
pose — him as knocks the pavement all to bits by vay 
o' mending on it. Ha, ha, ha f ^^ Ve calls his streets 
** by the same name as he do, only he begins at von 
" end and ve at t'other — he calls em Muck Adata'd^ 
** and ve calls em a damn'd muck. Ha, ha, ha 1*' 

Pol. Why, you insolent scoundrel ! Leave the room., 
sir ! 

Ver. I sha'n't. I knows my duty, and I does it ; 
and never behaves saucy to no man. I comes here 
vith a message from my master ; and, if you vouldn't 
let me give it you afore, it vornt no fault o' mine. . a 

Pol. Deliver your message then, sir, and begone. T 

Ver. Wery veil : so I vill, if you'll gi' me time. 
\_He takes a dirty ^ rumpled hank'note from his 
breeches pockety and gives it to Polymath.] There I 

PoL [^Uf^folding and reading the note.] A fifty 
pound bank-note. What, in the name of wonder does 
this mean ? 

Ver, Vy it means as how roaster's got the contract 
for laying all the streets in the parish vi* your precious 
rubbish ; and he's sent you that are, to clench the pro- 
mise as you made him to go snacks in the, profit ; so 
you -must give me a receipt for it. j 

Pol. That I'll do most willingly. 1 

[He goes to the desk and writes, 

Ver. ^^Aside.] Let the result be what it may, I will 
avail myself of all the information which he gave me 
to relieve his embarrassment and tickle his vanity ; [he 
takes a letter from his pocket] and, if this don't per- 
form the latter office, the deuce is in it. 

Pol. [Coming forward^ and giving the receipt.] 
There ! and now, Mat Mallet, let me teach you the dis 
advantage of impertinence. If you had behaved with 
common civility, I'd have made you a present of a 
guinea for. yourself ;. but as it is, cujrse me if I give you 
ji single shilling ! 
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Ver, Who cares? — who Tants your money? [He 
shows the letter.] Here ! here's a letter as a livery salr- 
TEDt gove me, at the door, to give to yon — There I 
take it. [He gives the letter,] And now, only let me 
ketch you a going along von o* your streeta. Ten Tm 
a scooping up the mud, alcr a shower o* rain. — ^You ste 
how I'll sarve you, that's all. 

[Kiit Vbrsatili* 

Pol, [Following him to the door.] Out of my house, 
you hardened stone-thumper ! [Beturning'] Byheayent ! 
if his impertinence had not been palliated by the nature 
of his errapd, I verily believe I should have broken 
.his neck down stairs. [Looking at the letter. ] But who, 
in the name of wonder, can this letter be from ? 6iv«n 
to him by a livery servant I [He open% the Utter and 
reads'] * The chief clerk in the office . of the home de- 
partment presents his compliments to Mr. Polymath ; 
and begs to inform him that his grand project for a sub- 
terranean communication between Gibraltar andBar- 
,bary is under consideration, and, that its adoption will 
depend upon the luccess of a tunnel, which is to be 
made, by way of ej^periment,. from the coast of Es- 
sex to the Isle of Sbeppy, with a spiral shaft in the 
centre, to convey provisions, in stormy weather^ 16 
the ships at the Nore. — Mr. Polymath . being appointed 
superintendent of the said undertaking, due ■ notioe 
will be given him of its commencement, and the en- 
closed trifle is for the purpose . of defraying his first 
week's expenses.' The enclosed tritle ! [He raises the 
written page of the letter^ and takes out a Inink-note,] 
A twenty pound note ! For my first week's expenses^! 
By all that's miraculous, this is beyond my utmost 
hopes ! [He calls.] Calliope !. my love ! > 

Enter Cai^liope. 
. Cat. Did you call, father? ... 

Pol. Call ! ay, to be sure I did. Ha, ha, ha ! If I 
were to call spirits from the deep, they'd come to-day. 
Kiss me, yon gipsy, and ^ive me joy. [He IdssegherJ] 
.1 can now pick up money in the street,, and dig it from 
under the bed of the sea ! There ! , [Chiving the letter to 
Calliope.] Read that,, while I look over my papers. 
I have another project in embryo ; and,. now the ice is 
broken, if I don't make my fortune 'tis my own fault. 
Let me see. 

. [He goes, to the table, and turns over a fi«fii6er 
of papers y whilst Calliope xeads the*letUr»- 
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Ctd, But I you are forgetting your compositioo, 
father. 
Pol, Egad, that's trae. 1*11 just sketch the other 

fieee, and search for my memoranduin afterwards, 
'ye got it all in my head/[He goestothepiano'forte.l 
Here's expression -{ 'Tis ,a magician summoning his 
spirits to bring the ingredients for an incantation. [He 
pLayt and Hngs'\ ' Twenty tears from the crocodile's 
eye.' [^A loud knock at the door,'\ What, again ! 
Who the devil comes now ? 

[Calliope opens the door^ and enter Vebsatilb 
personating JAovsiEVR Pirouette. 

Cal» 'Tis Monsieur Pirouette, sir — the person who 
was here before. 

PoL [Aside,] Bless my soul ! one can never be at 
peace an instant. [Apart to Calliope.] Leave us, ray 
love, and I'll get rid of him in a few minutes. — [Exit 
Calliope. — Polymath beckons Vbesatile to ap- 
jiroaeh,'\ Well, sir: what have you got to say? [Ht 
plays and sings,'\ *• Twenty tears from the crocodile's 
eye I' [Vebsatilb suddenly bursts into tears — 
Polymath starts with astonishment.^ Hollo, sir! 
what's the matter? 

' Ver^ Ah, monsieur, it is your voice. Toujours, ^ 
every timv, ven I hear de voix basse, de base voice, I 
Am remember pauvre madame Pirouette, my poor leetel 
Tife. Oh I [He weeps agmiu. 

Pel, I'm sorry, sir, that I unconsciously hurt your 
feelings. 

Ver, Ah, a'linporte. [Gives a paperJ] Dis papier, 
iBOBsiettr, shall tell you vat for I come. 

PoA, [iLooMng at the paper."] Well, sir : you are one 
of the persons who have purchased the ol«4ms of my 
creditors. — Monsieur Pirouette, hair-dresser— 

Ver, In de morning, and dianceur, in de eorps-de* 
liAUet, ie soir. 

Poi. Hair-dresser and dancer. Ha, ha, ha ! 

l^.Oui, monsieur: all de day I exeree my hand; 
and, in de night, I exeree ray leg. [He jumps. 

Pot, I understand : in the morning you cut nalr ; and, 
jki the evening, you out capers. 

Ver, Oui, monsieur. [He weepis.'] Ah ma pauvre 
iMnme, my poor vife ! 

Pol. My good friend, you'd better retire and tran- 
•qiiUiize your feelings, mud we'll talk over our business 
^Qjne otJMur ^me. ^ 
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Ver. Non, monsieur, mercie I.'De business is de best 
tin|^ in the vorld ^ it make me forget to remember. [He 
9ho9os a paper.] Voyez, monsieur! Ici, on dis side,, is 
de seventy-tree pound ; le montant of all your dettes 
Yat I buy. 

. Pol. Yes ; I see that plain enough : but I see no men- 
tion of my three pictures that were seized about a 
fortnight ago, aiid that \7ere to be sold by auction. 

Ver, Ah, ha, monsieur ! I shall show you dememoire 
tout de suite. [He turns the pciper."] Regardez, mon«^ 
sieurl Pr^mierement, in de first place, dere is d« 
tableau historique — 
. " PoL Ay : a most magnificent battle-piece. 

** Ver. Ah ha ! De bataille piece I Mais, but, mon- 
'* cher monsieur, tous savez, you know, dat de bataille^ 
*' in rfc peace, — 

*' Pol, Lose their value. Oh ! I see how it is. It 
** went for nothing. There was a battle lost 1** , 

Ver, Ve ave sell hi'n for twenty-five guinea. 

** Pol. [A8tmtUhed.'\ Twenty-five guineas ! Why, I 
'* never sold a picture at such a price in my life. 

•* Ver, [Aside,] Nor ever will. Til be sworn »" [To 
PoLTMATH.] Den dere vas de paysage d'apres la na-. 
ture : De vat you call 1 — . 

PqI, The landscape. 

Ver, Oui, yes : De lamskip : mais but all de vorld 
paint de lamskip; ainsi ve got for him no more as, 
cent cinquante, von hundred and fifty guinea. 

Pol. What, for my landscape I Zounds, I shall go oat 
of my wits with ecstasy ! \ 

Ver, De next tableau, monsieur, vas nn portrait de. 
fenime: De portrait of a figurante at de opera<^QhI. 

[He weeps violently. 

Pol, Bless my soul, sir I what ,has affected ,yott so 
violently? 

Ver, Ah, mon ami ! It vas madame Pirouette. 
• Pol, What the little lady whom I painted about three 
weeks ago, and who left the picture on my hands ? 

Ver. [Sobbing.'] Oui, monsieur ; you shall see dat I 
ave not care about de price. 

Pol. What, did you purchase it ? 

Ver. Oh oui, yes : I could not help. Voyez. [He 
shows the paper.] Portrait d'une figurante, seven snil^ 
lings and sixpenc«. 

Pol. But I shall not suffer your conjugal fondness to 
carry yon to such a ruinous exc,ess. 1*11 make you. a 
present of the picture. 
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Vtr, [Sobbimg^] Ah monsieur ! mille graees ! 

FoL So madaine Pirouette was an opera figurante 1 

F«r. Oui, monsieur. — *' I vas on de right side, rand 
'* she Tas on de left, Ve Tas separ^ more as fifteen 
** year, and never come togeder, except inde'figure 
**" and de tableaux finals.' * Ah quelle femme ! I shall 
never forget de grace, de vivacity of her dance ! She 
could make de pas seul ; de pas de deux, and de pas de 
trois : mais but, enfin, I ave de malheur to find dat she 
could make de faux pas aussi. 

Pol, The deuce you had ! 

Ver. Oh I sans doute. Ah ! it shall never go out of 
my head. *' I alvays Icrfe her so much dat I vas ja- 
** loux, like von taureau : vat you call? von Jon Bull : 
*^8o," von night, inde ballet, I see her visper in de ear of 
monsieur Hautenjambes, de danceur grotesque: but, 
juste Ven I open ray mous pour la gronder, to soole her, 
de maudite musique force me to makede chass6 crois^ ; 
90 I ave no more time as to say, en passant, [he dances 
across the stage,"] Madam, if you speak him again, I 
shall break you de head ! and tout de suite she tell 
me, [he retwrns'] * Monsieur mon mari, you may go 
to de devil !* f vas enrag6, more as de coq de combat ; 
and de vorst of all vas, ve represent de amorous pay- 
sans ; and, juste in dat moment, vas oblige to look all 
love and tendresse. Moi je dit [he assumes a tender 
and languishing air.] * Ugh ! goddem rascal jade f 
I shall not live vid you never no more I* [He weeps, ^ 
Ah ! ma pauv^e femme ! dat calamity ave make my 
heart so sof, dat every bagatelle make de tear in my 
eye. — A-proposI dis Ter morning I ave cry, more as 
five minute, ven I ave arrest monsieur Versatile for a 
bill of excluinge for Jour undred pound, 

Pol, What! Mr. Versatile arrested I Is he in pri- 
son? 

Ver, Oui, monsieur. ^ 
* PoL Mercy on me ! Deprived of the means of exer- 
cising his abilities ! that must not be. Oo, sir, and set 
him at liberty immediately. 1*11 pay the amount You 
may keep the whole produce of my pictures, and 1*11 pay 
you the remainder within a week. 

Ver, [Aside,'] He has a heart worthy of a duke- 
dom! [To Polymath.] Non, monsieur: if you shall 
not pay me all de somme entier, 1 shall not take no- 
ting at all. 

Pol, [Aside,] Ha ! the money I've received this 
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morning I T shaU soon have. plenty more, and-shaH not 
feel the want of it. [He take$ the ba§ qf money, and 
the noteSf and offers them to Vbrsatilb.] Here, sir: 
here are a hundred and seventy pounds more. 1*11 give 
yon my promissory note for the balance ; and, if yoa 
don*t choose to give me credit, you may seize my 
goods. 

Ver. [Refuging the money, "] Non, monsieur: ce 
n*est pas juster. It is not your debt, and 1 shall not 
take de payment from you. 

Pol. [lAtudly.'] Now hear me, sir. If you don't 
pocket the money, and promise to liberate Mr. Versa- 
tile this instant, by the heavens above us, I'll throw 
you out of the window. 

Enter Calliope ha$tUy, 

Cal. My dear father, what has happened ? 

Pol. Nothing. I'm only offering this gentlemen his 
choice^ whether he*ll go into the street by the stairs er 
the window* 

Cal. [Holding Polymath.] For heaven's sake, %\t^ 
don't be, violent. 

Ver. [Aaide.'^ My, anxiety to probe his feelings tot- 
wards me has foiled all my schemes for relieving him. 

P<d. [Breaking from Calliope, holdingthe money 
in one hand^ cmd eeizing Versatilb's toUar n^ith the 
other.'l Come, sir : make your election. Receive this 
in part payment of your bill of exchange, or curse me 
if you shall not make the highest cabriole that ever 
you made in your life. 

Vd. Ah monsieur * misericorde ! I shall take him. 
[He takes the money^] It is more better ave de argent 
as be trow out of de vindow. Sacre! monsieur, if [ 
vas so large and so strong like you, parbleu, I should 
break all de bone of Monsieur Hautenjambes for rob 
me of Madame Pirouette ! oh, ma jolie leetel vife ! 

[Bait weepinlf^ 

Pol. Ugh I Curse your jabbering ! Zounds, whilst 
that fellow has been boring me, I might have eam'dk 
money enough to pay him the balance. [A9ide.'\ Poor 
Calliope I I must not inform her of Mr. Versatile'9 
misfortune. It would destroy her spirits for the day. 
[To Calliope.] A hundred and fifty guineas for a sin- 
gle picture ! Why a man could not coin so cheap, if the' 
law allowed it. Zounds ! I must not relinquish paint* 
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Ing tor all the projects in the world. But stay ! Egad, 
while I thinlc of it, I'll ha^e another search for my me- 
morandum. [He goeu to the table ; turns over a num" 
her qf papers; takes up one, and comes forward 
opening it,] Ah I here it is ! Here, my love, is the 
rough slietch of a most stupendous speculation. Whilst 
I was unknown, all my efforts to realize it were fruit- 
liess'; but, now that I am countenanced by government, 
1 shall have the whole money-market running after roe. 
Hark ye! [Reads,'] * Proposition for the formation of 
a joint stock, consisting of ten thousand shares, at fifty 
pounds -a share, for illuminating the city of Naples and 
supplying all the light-houses on the coast of Italy by 
subterranean conduits from the crater of Mount Vesu- 
vius! 

Cal, Ha, ha, ha I . . 

PoL What the deuce are you laughing at ? ' 

Cal, Why surely, sir, you cannot be so credulous as 
to think it practicable. 

M Pol. Who the deuce ever said it was practicable ? 
What has the practicability of a project to do with its 
adoption ? Nothing at all, you silly girl ! All you have 
4o do is to issue a prospectus of your speculation ; find 
purchasers for a few shares ; puff the remainder up to a 
-premium, and by the time its object is discovered to be 
unattainable, the original promoter has made his for- 
tune, ~ Ha, ha,- ha ! 

[Veksatile knoeks at the door, then opent it, and 
enters, dressed in a black surtout, powdered wig, 
clerical hat, and spectacles, personating Mr, 
Pomposus Ego,] 

Ver, Sir, your most obsequious. ** Conscious of 
*' the utter superfluousness of complimental prelimi- 
'* nary, in visitorial approximation to the abode of 
*' genius, I have presumed to dispense with the ceremo- 
*' nious punctilio of annunciation.** My cognomen is 
Ego— >Pomposus Ego, professor of elocution ; >vhom 
you honoured with an invitation to participate in your 
matutinal repast. 

Pol, [Shaking Versatile*s Aaitd.] My dear sir, I 
am most happy and proud to see you. Pray take a 
chair. [He hands a chair to Vbrsattle.] 

Ver, [Sitting.] Most voluntarily, sir; for the exer- 
tion consequent upon ascensional locomotion rarefies 
the atmospheric fluid in the organs of respiration, and 
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•xeiles the piilmonie eavity to a mod penild state of 
distension. 

P#l. [Apart to Calliope.] Bless my soul ! He 's a 
perfect Demosthenes ! 

Ver, [TVmtN^, and viewing Calliope.] A-propos ! 
Is this the aspirante to whom you hare been pleased to 
(ionstitate me the temporary, preceptor ? 

Pol. Yes, sir : if you 'vnll so far condescend — 

Ver, Good 1 The conspicuously classical lineaments 
of her physiogn^omy, and the eyident flexibility of her 
facial muscles, render her eminently qualified, by 
nature, to illuminate the Thespian hemisphere, in the 
united sertice of both Thalia and Melpomene. 

[Calliopb eurtgiet, 
[^A loud knock at the door, 
. PoL Hey day ! who comes next ? 

[He opens the door. 

Enter Mr. Fomposus Ego. 

" Ego, My dear sir, I be^ ten thousand pardons. I 
hope my delay has not detained you. 

Ver, [Aeide, riring and coming forward,^ My proto- 
type, by all that's unlucky ! 

Pol, Delay ! May I beg to know, sir, to whom I am 
indebted for the honour-^ 

Ego, I hope I have made^ no mistake. I presume, 
sir, you are Mr. Polymath. 

Pol, Certainly, sir. 

Ego, My name, sir, is Ego— Pomposus Ego, whom 
you yesterday favoured with this letter. . [He taken a 
letter from hit pocket, ojnd gives it to Polymath. 

Ver, lAtide.^ Thank heaven, I was prepared for the 
Worst, so here goes to brazen it out. 

Pol, Why, in the name of all that's mysterious, what 
can this mean ? [He places himselj between Vers at ilk 
and Eeo.] Oent^^men ! will you do roe the favour to 
inform me which of you two I am to consider as an im- 
postor? 

Ver. [Sedately,'] Me, sir— I, am your fellow-lodger 
in this house; and, being informed by Mr. Versatile, 
that you had engaged this gentleman to give dramatic 
lessons to your daughter. Jealousy prompted me to aim 
at supplanting him by this disguise : but, as his arrival 
•has exposed my artifice, you shall now see me vbl propria 
persona, [He retires up the stage, takes off his Murtouft 
wig^ and speetoeles^ and eomes/omard, personating a 
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iOlOrtledmimiAY Thei«,slM my^lWBirsVnMnegffltm 
Tryatall; and, if you demand any apology, Vm ooNr 
ntHjito tat^km it;: bvt'fte fa«t) it^ tl£lik)^iHKv^¥er I'^o, 
I make a point of being at home^ tuoAilthusr^ ue-sftkisv 
faBBtion tossy, that I devtfrytt bad tirtt mitfdrtand to 
Iktid myaelf imvelcoriicb. 

Pol, Nor shall ymr now, sir. Gite m'er your handi 
[T^^tibato^MflMlt.}^ I rejoice^ in tfie aecideiit iwHch 
hlirbtniughi toother, hu roy'apaotfneini; t«o« g^ntivthen 
of such w8n-iiiorited)oefobnty ; and, i^ymewdiild'dbti^ 
deso^nd to unite in-gnottng a fetr minulei^ instrttetM 
to nvf (hnigliter. 

Fer. Witfafallmy h«art. [^ Sttcf.]. Wlntmryin^ 

B9i%. [8vpercilimtMly,J Be assured, sir, I shall not 
forego my intention; in. oonsfnqucdae bf^vr^^r^MHce. 
[^ Poi^YiittTH.} . Pray, sir, what character have you 
Selected for the young lady > d^bUti 

Pol, Egad; sif, she shall begin at thie top of the tree 
^n«thin|^*|es8 tb«n Shsklpearian tragedy';^ aiM; aB^:^ial 
duty and tenderness are hef'€liiii*aoteriniiie;si in fealHfel 
Y intend her to* open as Cordetiav^ in^ King \mx\ 

Ego, An excellent choice. C^ome'then^ madaaif : vg't 
tffteeimen of yotir powie^s, pl^ue tp'fi[frotir'ukiifitH'yi>ur 
speech, in the first scene of thfr^ fburtH adt, Whof^'Lear 
U rtsfeovfertng.ffbiit brts twawltf; [B^ oir^rVEfe&iniiB, 
one (m each gide^ lead Cki.uopvJbrihaTt^'] 

Cal, [Declaiming,] *OI my deffrficitheptyci^toiiiilion 
Bang^ thy medicincr <m mjr Itpi. *-— . 

^o. Stay, maidMn, siay I your b«iidtoerHrt«f I- In'tif- 
males, the proper management of a hcodki^reiftief is thi 
▼cry soul of tragedy I On pvoidounoiug the fiifsf w<^rd, 
let it be drawn graeefttlly fN>m yiour* pocket, arid -exc- 
tended in your right hand, thw-^lHh' eJftewU^i^ f^nd 
and deelainuf;'} * O t my d«ar father!' 

Ver, I beg parden; etr ; but, with def^enK;e> tb ywir 
judgment I oonMive that it Wo«kt \m fixt bcWttr k«^n^ 
with the situation to extend the left hand. 

Rpo, Nosach thibg, sir. The ri^fMbaiid; by all 
means'. 

Ver. Isaythe/iit^. 

P6L [Extending Mr rigM hand,}- OIrr the' f*l^ 
hand, of coarse. 

Ego, [T& VeasATiLB.] Wliy, in th« hamo of eMniHwfc 
sense, sir, do yeu mean t& aseert' timt Cordelia waH'tefH' 
handed 9 
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V0r* .^WUkmtirmtUk^'\ auppose I do, str; 4iew can 
yoa prove to .the contrary 1 But 1 do not, sir : I only 
mean to afllnn, that, as the words spring from a violent 
Impulse of the heart, it is most natural to raise that a»m 
which is nearest to it. 

PoL [Extending hU l^ kand.l Egad, there's some 
reason in that. 

. Cain Gentlemen, let me reeoneile your difference. 
As it is evidently the intention of Cordelia to embraee, 
and weep over, her father, might she not with propriety 
extend both her hands, with -a handkerchief in eaeh t 

Ego* Admirable I [To VsaaATiLS.] There, sir, are 
you answered? Or do you mean to say 4hat, beoause 
you exercise the profession, your opinion is to be para« 
mount to every other ? 

Ver, No, sir, 1 do not. J am no dogmatist, if yon 
fire. When dramatic pupils fall under my tuition, I 
make my lecture an epitome of -the art, by exhibiting 
fac-similes of some of our best models for .their imita* 
lion. 

Ego* Don't taUc .to me of mgdels^ sir. You have no 
actors on the stage who are worthy of imitation. 

Ver. What! no actors? Hear this, ye gods! Mn 
Polymath 1 Madam! let m€ appeal to your judgment 
by setting one or two before you. [TERSAtiLB here 
fftvee a Mrfquotationy in imitatim ^ an emlnewt tra^ 
gedioM*^ There, sir ! will you dare to insinuate, that 
the origiaal of that portrait is undeserving of the ap- 
plause which he nightly receives ? or of this, sir ? [^t 
imUatei ontiheir tragedian ^ etldjrity*'\ Will you in- 
sult Jthe whole play-going public by even an innuendo, 
that such an artist is entitled to no share of ti>eir ad- 
miration? « ^ 

Mgo,. I make po.lavidie«s distincUoBS, sir;. but, in 
set terms, I do aver that, since the apotheosis of the im-- 
mortal Garrick, the empire of Thespis has never pos- 
sestted « /tragedian wiio might, with justice, be cited as 
a criterion of the three great requisites—enunciation, 
emphasis, and gesticulation: and in comedy you are 
still worse. 

Ver, WroraeJ Why, in the name of Thalia, what 
vrottld yoB have? Zounds I does the man of thirty, who 
can put on the tout en8eml>ie of seventy ; as thus — [ He 
imiUUeM m ceiebnded eomedianS] — does be not, I Say, 
present a fair ciainito the title of comedian ?— -or the man 
v^Oy after .d0^ight|i\g the metropolis for iioi» iKau- 

c8 ^ , 
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a quftiter of a canturyv has ja«t sank, with nndimiiifglied 
brilliancy, beneath tha Thespian horison, and whos^ 
masterly touches I can but faintly copy. [He imUatet 
another, dutingidshed comedian.'] — I ask, sir, is the 
meed of fame to be withheld from him, because a grelitet 
performer existed before him?. 

Ego, And pray, sir, — 

Ver» Patience, sir, patience ! I have one more spe* 
cimen to produce, and then 1*11 hear your objections. 

[He imitates an eminent voealisl,] 

Ego. [Interrupting him.] Sir, I can be silent no 
longer. 1 insist upon being heard in my turn. I neither 
pretend to, nor wish for, the power of imitating others; 
but, in order to show you. what ie perfection, in de- 
clamatory rhetoric and attitudinal motation, / will as** 
sume the character of Flayius, in the opening scene of 
Julius Cffisar : and, if I could only procure a few citiaens 
to aid the illusion. — [Enter Krankinkopf and Pi- 
BOUETTB, followed by eix other Creditore.] 

Pol. Egad, sir, they seem to hare come at your calL 

Kran. Vo, der deufel, is Mynheer Versatille I 

Pol. Where is he ! why, zounds and the devit, 
would you arrest a man twice in the same day ? 

Pir. Non, monsieur : nais but. as Monsieur Versa- 
tile aTe pay all your dettes. and ron avay sans les re-' 
(US, vidout de receipt, you shall better take dem your- 
self. [They give papers to POLYUATn.] 

Ver. [Endeavouring to prevent them,] Ugh! curse 
your stupidity I 

Pol. [Reading the receipts.] What! sounds, tbi» 
persecution is not to be borne ! How dared Mr. Ver- 
satile take the liberty to pay my debts 7 

Ver. [Taking off his wig, and resuming his original* 
character,] Because^ ny detir sir, you would' hare 
taken the liberty to pay mine. 

Cal, Heavens ! what do I see ? 

Ver, [In the manner qf Kbankinkopp.] A music- 
seller vat have bought some of your debts. [In the 
manner of the PAVioa.], Mat Mallet, foreman to the 
parish contractor. [In the wanner qf Piroubttb.] 
Un pauvre diable vat Lose bis jolie leetel vife. 

Pol. Mr. Versatile ! Six characters within an hour 1 
My dear sir, you have won my heart! yo« have fairly > 
proved your proficiency in a profitable art ; and, although • 
you have practised upon my credulity, I can now forget , 
my disappointment, in the gratifying prospect of. callings* 
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you my son-in-law. [Rejoins the hands qf Vbiisa.tile 
and Calliope.] There, sir. 

Cal. Thanks, my dear father, thanks ! 

Ver, Such a prize, sir, might stimulate the dullest 
mind to exertion ; and the success of my scheme is an 
ample excuse for the means which I have employed. 
[To the audienceJl For if, to season our entertain- 
ment with the spice of variety, I occasionally presume 
to imitate nature's imitators, it is with a perfect con- 
vietion that my brother artists will view the outlines 
which I exhibit, not as caricatures, but as friendly 
sketches, resulting from sincere admiration of those ta- 
lents by which they have obtained the richest reward of 
all our projects»your approbation. 
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*^ CRITICAL REMARKS. 

.6 The plays of "Rare Ben Jonson,"'at his epitapH ityleafiim, 

^ which were most hii^hly appreciated by hla contemporarieB, are com- 
^ > prised in the following disoch : 

" The * Fox; the ' Alchymist/ the ' SUent Woman/ 
• Done by Ben Jonton, and outdone by bo man." 

It affords a strong testimony of the general short- sigh tedneti <)f 
contemporary apphnse, for, of the three plays h^ selected, as the 
elite of bis compositions, but one fand that in a very mntUated 
form,) the *' Alchymist," keeps any place on the stage, where it lin- 
gers only as an after.piece. In which a great actor condescends to dis- 
play the versatility of his talents in the part of Abel Dmgger. The 
Fox and the Silent Woman are gone altogether. 

In short, " Every Man in his Humour" is the on^y one of his 
plays which is ever performed. Jonson was a man possessed of 
great powers of language, of strong and vigorous conception of 
character, and depth of erudition, beyond most of his contempora- 
ries ; but he wanted dramatic art. He wanted also that tact, pos- 
sessed, indeed, by few, which enables a play- writer so to generalise 
individualrCharacter, as to malce it understood and relished in ge- 
nerations when the peculiar manners of his own times shall have 
J massed away. For instance, Jonson was a bon vivant of the most 
oyous description ; and yet his pictures of conviviality, or the Jo- 
vial characters of his plays, hardly interest us more, than as 
sketches of society a couple of hundred years ago. We know that 
they were drawn from tlie life ; but they are so drawn, that we do 
not participate in their feelings, however we may regard them as 
compositions. The wit of Falstaff will be relished as long as the 
English language continues to be spoken ; and it will be relished 
in the centre of North America or Australasia, if ever that country 
be filled by the descendants of Englishmen, as keenly as it was in 
London iii the days of queen Elizabeth. The wit of Ben Jonson 
will be admired only by antiquaries, and h<s plays studied only by 
professed scholkrs. To him, indeed, who wishes to know the force 
of the English language, a study of Ben Jonson ia indispensable. 
A perusal of his works, particularly since they have met so able a 
commentator as Gi^rd, is a high intellectual treat ; but he is ne- 
ver calculated to please the multitude, and thence never calculated 
again to succeedj;enera11y on the stage. 

The plot of " Every Man in his Humour" is not happy. Its me- 
rit consists in detached scenes, and two or three most forcible deli- 
neations of character. Kemble's '* Kitely" will be always remem- 
bered by those who witnessed it, as one of the most appalling 
pieces of acting ever prodneed upon the atage. But the character 
most prominent in the public eye is "Bobadil/' eurrounded u he t* 
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by his simple and eredaloos dapes. He is by far the most popular 
creation of Jonson's pen. His name has passed into the langnage as 
a word indicating a braggadocio, which affords a strong test of its 
effBct. He bears a sort of resemblance to ** Pistol, but Is of 
a more gra^e and pretending e^aracter than tlie Ancient. 
They are both drawn from' the sai^e school, and modelled after 
the same original— the * Alsatian bully. They speak the pe- 
culiar dialect of that worshipful community, and are apt 
representatives of that class which filled the mercenary armies of 
Burope between the decadence of chivalry and the organization of 
the regular establishments of modem times. Their manners and 
habits are better understood now, since the author of Waverley has 
revived them in the Fortunes of Nigel, with that almost miraculous 
power which he possesses of making past ages live again. 



• It may be needless to say, that Whitefrlars^ which stretehes 
from the east gate of the Temple down to Blackfriars. along the 
Thames, having originally been a religious establishment, afforded 
sanctuary, which (l«e the Savoy in late days, and Holyrood-house 
in Edinburgh at present) was continued long after the dissolution of 
monasteries. It, therefore, naturally became a resort of desperate 

Sersons of all kinds, who bestowed on it the cant name of Alsatia. 
rom thence all thebravoes and bullies of the metropolis were drawn, 
and their language was the slang of the day. ft was a peculiar 
dialect, which is traceable in all the comic writers, dramatic and 
otherwise, of the time. Shadwell's Suuire of the Alsatia is, we be- 
lieve, the last in which they figure. Duke Hildebrod, Captain CnU- 
pepper, &c. in Nigel, are admirably drawn speclmeni. 
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KITBLY. — ^Fawn-eolonr firareci ailk shape-dreas. with deep erf m* 
son satin paffs ; black hat, and black feathers ; eronson stoekingt, 
and rusfiet shoeiu 

OLD Kyo'WELL.— Dark drab silk dress, with green puffs and 
hose : black hat and feathers. 

TOUNO KNO'WELIi.— Fawn-colour velvet shape, with rose- 
pink pufib, and blue trimming ; white silk hose, black hat, white 
feather. 

WBLLBRED.— Light gray shape, trimmed with black veWet, 
scarlet satin puffs ; black velvet cloak, trimmed and lined with scar- 
let ; gray hose, black hat, and red and black feather. 
I. MASTER STEPHEN.— YeUow silk dress, trimmed with bine 
and pink satin puffs. 

L. MASTER MATTHEW.— Blue and pink damask silk shape, with 
blue silk pnffk, small cloak, pink hos^, and small black hat. 

JUSTICE C LEMENT.— Black velvet shape, and consular gown. 

DOWNRIGHT.— Purple cloth shape, trimmed with black purple 
» satin pufis, gilt buttons. 

L CAPTAIN BOBAOIL.— Leather doublet and trunks, black 
cloak, black belts, with brass plates through them ; very large 
sword, red bose, and large boots. 

Cash.— ^Plain green shape, with light green trimming and pufiis. 

FORMAL.— Plain black shalloon shape. 

COB. — Plain slate-coloured cloth shape. 

BRAINWORM.— First dress, bine shape lifery, with light blue 
puffs, coloured lace. — Second dress, ragged shape dress, large blacK 
boots, leather belt.— Third dress, black shape-like formals.— Fourth 
dress, black gown.-s-Last dress, the livery again. 

MRS. KITBLT.— White satin open ^own, pink satin petticoat, 
trimmed with point lace. 

BRIDOIT.— Plain white. 

COB'S WIFE.- Black open gown, scarlet petticoat, trimmed with 
small point lace.. 

Cfui tfthe ckaraeter* at the Theatre reyatt 
Covent-Oarden, 1825. 

Kiteiv Mr. Young. 

Otd Kno'weU Mr. Chapman. 

Young Kno'weU Mr. Cooj>er. 

fF'ellSred Mr. Mason. 

,^ ;^ Matter Stej^en Mr. Meadows. 

Moiter Matthew -. . . Mr. Keeley. 

Jtutice Clement Mr. Blanc'hard. 

Downright Mr. Egerton. 

Captain Bobadil Mr. Fawcett. 

Caeh Mr. Horrebow. 

i Formal Mr. Atkins. 

Cob Mr. J. Isaacs. 

Brainworm Mr. W. Farren. 

Mrt. KUay Mrs. Chatterley.: 

, Bridget Miss J. Scott. 

\ Cob'efF^e Mrs.Pearc«. 
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STAGE DIRECTIOJVS. 

TbtCaaiattoniil MtVMrihttBt VJijt bat Omit wbicb ther 
h>T«tnniiEted. ThtXagt DtrteHmt irt gIVFU frsm lkr(c ovd 

Tho igatuit ■ Characltr sppeiri upnn lli» 8Um, til* poiol of 
'fnrranc«, amil » evttr labuqiKnt ebiDjv at Poiilicn, Mil iti 
£^<, linottd. withilMeRtT wWili m» In ill oitM be rellfd an : 
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EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— ^ Courl Yard Wore Kho'wei«&'8 Hmue, 

Enter KnoVbll and BttAivv^onu, v. d. 

Kno. A goodly day toward, and i^ He^h morDing* 
Brainworm, 
Call np yeung amster. Bid hiui rise, air« 
Tell him I have some business to employ him. 

Brain, I will, sir, presently. 

Kno, But hear yoa, sirrah, ^ 
If he be at his book, disturl^him not. ' 

Brain. Well, sir» {E^fU into Howe* 

' Kno. How hiq>py, yet, should I esteem myself. 
Gould I, by any praotice, wean the boy 
FBom^one rtan course of study he affeets. 
He is a scMvrri^ a man may tntst 
The liberal Toice of Fame io her report, 
Of good account in' both our uutverAties ; 
Either of which hath fairour'd Mm with graces : 
But their indulgence must not spring is me 
A4oad opinioiitJhat he cannot err. 

Enier Master Stephen, r. 

Cousin Stephen, 

What news with you, that you are here so early ? 

Step, Nothing, " but e'en come to see how you do, 
uncle. 

Kno, That's kindly done : you ara welcome, cpz. 

Siep, Ay, i know that, sir, I would not ha' come else. 
How doth my cousin Edward, upcle ? 

Kno, Oh, well, coz, go in end see ; I doubt he be 
searee stirring yet. 

Step, Uncle, afore 1 go in, can you tell m* an* be 
haTe e*er a book of the seiences of hawking and hunt- 
ing ? I wouVd fain borrow it. 

Kno, Why, I hope you will not a^hawkiag, now, wiU 
you? 
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8Up, No wosiie, but 1*11 practiM againgt tbe next 
year, uncle. I have bought me a hawk, and a hood, 
and bells, and all ; I lack nothing, but a book to keep 
it by. 

Kno. Oh, most ridiculous I 

Step, Nay', look you now, you are angry, uncle. 
Why, you know, an* a man have not skill in the hawk- 
ing and hunting languages now-a-days, 1*11 not give a 
rush for him. They are more studied than the Oreek 
or the Latin. What do you talk on it? Because I 
dwell at Hogsden, t shall keep company with none but 
the citizens, J^at come a ducking to Islington ponds I 
A fine jest, i*Iaith ! 'Slid, a gentleman mun show himself 
like a gentlenSan. I know what I haTe to do ; I am no 
novice. 

Kno, You are a prodigal, absurd coxcomb : go to ! 
Nay, never look at me, it*s I that speak. 
Take it as you will, sir, 1*11 not flatter you. 
Ha* you not yet foui^ means, enow, to waste 
That which your friends hl^e left you, but you must 
Q6 cast away your money on a kite ; 
And know not how to keep it, when you*ve done ? 
Oh, it's comely I This will make you a gentleman I 
Well, cou^n, w^U ! I see you are e*en past hope 
Of all reclaim. Ay, so, now you*re told on it, 
You look another way. 

Step. What would you ha* me do? 

Kno, What would 1 have you do ! 1*11 tell you, kins-^ 
man; • 
Learn to be wUe* aiid.piiicU9eJbjQw to thrive ; 
That would Il^Ve thee do : and not toTpend 
Your coin\)n eyery bauble that you fancy, 
Or every foolish brain that humours you. 

« Enter a Servant, r. 

Serv, 'Save ](0U, gentlemen. 

Step. Nay. we do not stand much on our gentility, 
friend ; and I assure you, mine uncle here is a man of a 
thousand a-year, Middlesex land ; he has but one son in 
all the world ; I am his next heir at the common law. 
Master Stephen, as simple as I stand here, if my cou* 
sin die, a&there*s hope he will. I have a pretty living 
o^ my own too, beside, hard by here. ^ 

Serv. In good time, sir. 

Step, In good time, sir! Why? And in very good 
time, sir. You do not flout, friend, do you ? 
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Serv. Not I, sir. 

Step. Not you, sir? You were not best, 8ir s A* you 
should, liere be them can perceive it, ancl that quickly 
too. And they can {j^re it again soundly too an* need 
be. • 

Serv. Why, sir, let this satisfy you ; good faifti^ I 
' had no such intent. , 

Step, Sir, an' I thought you had, I would talk with 
you, and that presently. 

Serv. Good Master Stephen, so you may, sir, at 
your pleasure. 

Step. And so I would, sir, good my saticjKompanion, 
an' you were out o' my uncle's ground, I c§n tell you ; 
. though I do not stand upon my gentility neither in't. 
Kno, Cousin ! cousin ! Will this ne'er be left ? 
Step, Whorson base fellow ! A mechanical serving 
j man ! By this cudgel, and 'twere not for shame, I 
would — 

Kno, What would you do, you peremptory gull 1 
If you cannot be xiuiet^ get you hence. 
You see the honest man demeans himself 
Modestly towards you, glTing no teply 
'To your unseason'd quarrelling. 

Oo» gret you in ; 'fore Heayen, I am ashamed 
Thou hast a kinsman's interest in me. 

[Exit S'VSPBVN into House, 
' Serv. I pray you, sir, is this Master Kno'well's 
f house? 
» Kno. Yes, marry, is't, sir. 

Serv, I should inquire for h gentlemifn liere,*one 
Master Edward Kno'well : do you know tfny i^ch, sir, 
I pray you? • • 

Kno, I should forget myself else, sir. 
Serv. Are you the gentleman? Cry youmefcy, sir, I 
was required by a gentleman i* the city, as I todeout at 
this end of the town, to deltyer you this l«ter, sjr. 

Kno, To me, sir. IBeadg."] ** To his most selected 
friend, Master Edward Kno'well." What might the 
gentleman's name be, sir, that sent it? 
Serv. One Master Wellbred, sir. 
Kno. Master \tMlbred ! A young gentleman, is ho 
not? '■ • , 

Serv. The same, sir ; Master Kilely married his 
sister : the rich merchant i' the Old Jewry. 
Kno. You say very true. Brainworm ! 



? 



10 .KTBBT HAN IN US HVMOVR. [ACT f. i '^1 

• • 

* €!iUer Braisworm /rom House, 

Brain, Sir. 

Kn0. Mft^ tbis faonesl friend drink here, ihray you 
go in. [Exeunt Brainworm and Servant into Home, 
Tlfis letter is directed to my sob t 
Yet I am Edward Kno'welLtoo, and may, ^ 

With the safe conscience of good manners, use 
The fellow's error to my satisfaction. 
What haye we here ? What's this ? \Reads, 

*' Whi^ l^ed, I beseech hast thou forsworn all thy 
friends i' tne old Jewry? or dost thou think us all Jews 
that inhabit there ? Leave thy vigilant father alone, to 
number over his green apricots, evening and morning, o* 
the north-west wall : an' I had been bis son, I had saved 
him the labour long since ; if taking in all the young 
wenches that pass by at the back door, and coddling every 
kernel of the fruit for *em would ha* served. But pr'y thee, 
come over to me quickly, this morning : I have such «, 
present for thee, our Turkey company never sent the like 
to the Grand Slgnior. One is a rhymer, sir, o' your own 
batch, your own leaven \ but doth- think himself poet 
major the town ; willing to be shown, and worthy to be 
seen. The otner— I will not venture his description with 
you till you come, because I would^ha* you make hither 
with an appetite. If the worst of 'em be not worth your 
journey, draw your bill of charges, as unconscionable as 
any Guildhall verdict will give it you, and you shall be 
allowed your viaticum, 

" From the WitidmilU" 

From the burdello, it might come as well ! 

The spittal ! Is this the man, 

My son ]^ath sung so, for the happiest wit. 

The choicest brain, the times have sent as forth ? 

I know not what he may be, in the arts ; 

Nor what in schools : but surely, for his manners, 

I judge him a profane and dissolute wretch : 

Brainworm I n 

r £n£er Brainworm yrom^ottse, | 

Brain, Sir. 

Kno, Is the fellow gone that brovght this letter ? 

Brain. Yes, sir, a pretty whi\e since. 

Kno. And Where's yoar young master f 

Brain. In his chamber, sir. 
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JCMOb He Spake no% with Che ftHov, did h«? 

Brain. No, sir, he saw him not. 

Knoi Teike yen this letter, seal it, and deliTer it my 
son ; 
Btit with no notice that I have open'd it, on your Uffe. 

Brain, O lord, sir, that Were a jest, indeed I 

Kno, I am resolved, I will not stop his journey ; 
Nbr practise any violent means to stay 
The tnibnd)edi!0urse of youth in him.! for that, 
Restrain'd, grows more impatient : <-*«- 

Ther(^ is a way of wianing ttiore by hjre, 
And urging of the modesty, than fear i: 
Foitee Works on servile natures, not tqe Oree : ■ ' 
He, that's corapell*d t^ goodness, may be good ; 
But, 'tis but for that fit : where others drawn 
By sofMess, and example, get a habit. 
Tben if they slafay, but warn 'em, and, the sfUne 
T%t»y WouM fdr virtue do, they'll do fbt shame. 

{^Exeunt, s. ' 

SCfiNE n.— YouKG Kko'weli^'s Stud^f. 

EniUfr lEi6\mo Kn<^*weli aAcfBiiAiNWoiiM, ii. 

Y» £tto. Did he open It^ say'st Ihout 

Brain, Tes, o' my wocd^ &^^ and, read the oontents* 

y. Kno^ That's, bad* What cquntenanae, pray 
thee, made he i' the ceadisg of iti Was he angry^ or 
pleased 1 

Brt^m, Najr, sic, I saw- him not read it, nor open It, 
I assure your woi:ship» 

V. £Noa No ! How know*st thou then^ that he did 
either f 

Brain. Marry, sir, because he charged me, on my 
life, to tell nobjody-thaitlifroptiiedfiV: wblth, unless he 
had done, he would never fear to ht^ve it revealed* 

Y. Kfw. That's true : well, I thank, thee,, BrAin- 
worm. lExit, t. 

Ba4m^ IMUsisa S-tkbeen, &• 

SGsp. Oh, Bra>ErWorm<, ^d%t than not see a fblKow -7 
hei^, kk a whaft-«ha'H?an him- dleublet'?' H» Iwottght ' ' 
mtrie-uncto a letter e'en iiow^ 

Brain, Yes. Ma<s1ler Sfepbeir, what of hiiii? 

9tep, Ok ! I ha' sueh a mind to ^?eaL hiffli 

Braifi. sytti, li« isF not of tUttI mind: he i^ f^Glie, 
Master Stephen. 
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Step. Gone ! which way ? When went he ? How long 
■lace? 

Brain, He is rid hence. He took horse at the street 
door. 

Step, And I staid i'the fields ! Whorson, Scanderbeg' 
rogue! Oh that I had but a horse to fetch him back 
again! 

Brain, Why, yon may ha* my master's gelding to 
saTe your longing, sir. 

SUqit, But I haTe no boots, that*s the spite on*t. 

Brain, Why, a fine wisp of hay, rolled hard, Master 
Stephen. 

Step, No, faith, it*8 no boot to follow him now ; let 
him e*en. go and hang. Pr*ythee, help to truss me a 
little, ^e does so vex ro e 

Brain, You'll be worse yexed, when you are trussed, 

V Master Stephen. Best keep unbraced, and walk your- 
self till you be cold, your choler may founder you. 
else. 
,^ Step, How dost thou like my leg, Brainworm ? 

Brain. A very good leg, Master Stephen ; but the 
woollen stocking does not commend it so well. 
c^ Step*^ Foh, ^e stockings be good enough, now summer 
Tl coming on, for tfie dust: I'll have a pair of silk 
against the winter, that I go to dwell i* the town. I 
think my leg would show in a silk hose. 
Brain, Believe me. Master Stephen, rarely well. 
Step, In sadness, I think it would ; I haTe a reason- 
able good leg. . 

Brain, You have an excellent good leg. Master 
Stephen ; but I cannot stay to praise it longer now : I 
am very sorry for't. lExit, l» 

U*^ Step, Another time will serve, Brainworm. 

Enter Young Kno*wbll, l. 

Y, Kno, Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Step, 'Slid ! I hope he laughs not at me ; an* he do — 
Y, Kno. Here was a letter, indeed, to be intercepted 
by a man's father ! He cannot but think most virtu- 
ously both of me and the sender, sure. ^What ! my 

wise cousin ! Nay, then I'll furnish our feast with one 

gull tow'rd the mess. He writes to me of a brace, and 
ere's one, that's three ; O for a fourth ! 
Step. O, now I see who he laughs at. He laughs at 
somebody in that letter. By this good light, an' he 
had laugh'd at mo 
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V. Kno, How now, cousin Stephen, melancholy ? 

Step. Yes, a little. I thought you had laugh*d at me, 
cousin. 

y. Kno. Why, what an* I had, coz, what would you 
ha' done ? 

Step, By this light, I would ha' told my uncle. 

K. Kno. Nay, if you would ha* told your uncle, I did 
laugh at you, coz. 

Step. Did you, indeed ? 

y. Kno. Yes, indeed. 

Step. Why, then 

y. Kno. What then ? 

Step, I am satisfied : St is sufficient. 

y. Kno. Why, be so, gentle coz. And I pray yoa 
let me entreat a courtesy of you. I am sent for, this 
morning, by a friend i* the Old Jewry, to come to him : 
will you bear me company f I protest it is npt to 
draw you into bond, or any plot, coz. 

Step. Sir, that's all one, an* 'twere ; you shall eom- 
mand me twice so far, to do yon good in such a matter. 
Do you think I would leave you ? I protest-* 

y. Kno. No, no, you shall not protest, coz. 

Step. By my fackins, but I will, by your leare ; 
I'll protest more to my friend than I'll speak of at this 
time. 

y. Kno. You speak very well, coz."^ ■ 

Step. Nay, not so, neither : yon shall pardon me : 
but I speak to serve my turn. 

y. ino. Your turn, coz ! Do you know what you 
say? A gentleman of your sort, parts, carriage, and 
estimation, to talk o' your turn. Gome, come, wrong 
not the quality of your desert, with looking downward, 
coz ; but hold up your head, so ; and let the idea of 
what you are be portray 'd i' your face, that men may 
read i' your physiognomy : ** Here, within this place, is 
to be seen the true and accomplished monster, or mira- 
cle of nature," which is all one. What think you of 
this, coz ? 

Step. Why, I do think of it : and I will be more 
proud and melancholy, and gentlemanlike than I have 
been, I'll assure you. 

y. Mno. Why, that's resolute. Master Stephen ! 
Now, if! can but hold him up to his height, as it is hap- 
pily begun, it will do well for a suburb-humour: we 
may hap have a match with the city, and play him for 
forty pounds. Come, coz. 
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seep, rll follow yoa. ^ 
Y, JTflio. FoHo# me ! yon must go before^ 
Step, Nay, an' I must, I will. Pray you, show me, • 
§f6od totusiti. [Exeu/nJk^ r. 

SCENE III.— 7%€ Strcrt, 6<j/bi»tf Co6*« Hou*^. 
JBfiter Master Matthew, l. 
Mat. I think this be the house. What, hoa ! 

Enter Cob from the House in ¥%at. 

Cob, Who*s there? O, Master Matthew ! gi* your 
worship good morrow. 

Mat, What, Cob ! How dost thou, good Cob 1 Dost 
\ thou inhabit bore. Cob ? 

€06. Ay, sir, I and my lineage ha* kept a poor house 
here in our days. 

Mat, Cobf canst thov show me of a gentleman, oRe 
CafitaiB Bobadil, where his lodging is 1 

Cob, O, my guest, sir, you mean 1 

Mat, Tby guest ! alas I ha ! ha ! 

Co6«. Why do'yott laugh, sir? Do you not mean Cap- 
tfatiBobtdit? 

Mat, Cob, pray thee, advise thyself well : do not. 
wrong the gentleman- and thyself too. I dare bo sworn 
he scorns thy house. He ! he lodge in such a base, 
obscure place as thy house ! Tut, I know his disposltioa . 
so weli, he woakl not tie in thy bed, if thou'dst gi' it 
hkB. 

Cak* I will net gtre it him, though,, air. Mass^ I . 
thought aoAewliat Watf hi't wo could not get hiiB> to bed 
ail ni«rht I Well^ cAr^ thowgh ho lie Rot o* my bod, belles 
o* muf bench* An^t please yOU to go up, sir, you shall 
fiRd hiflft wttfa two cushions under his head, and his doak 
wra|>ped about him, as though he had neither won nor 
lost ; and yef , I wahrant, be M*et cftdt better in his life, . 
than he has done to-night. 

Mai. Why, Wa^ he dr«nk ? 

€0$. Dnttk, sir ! yoR hoair not me say 60. Perhapa 
he swallowed a tavern-token, or some such doTice, sir : 
I htLw6 nothing to do witlmt. I deaib with waiter,, and 
not WitH wine. Gi' me my bucket there, hoa. God 
b'wi' you, sir, it's six o'clock : I shooW ha' carriol 
^ two tvms by this. What hoa I mry atopple ! coma. 
K \ Mat, Lie in a water-bearer's house I A gelltlemao of i 
M } Ws hayi^ * Well, I'll tell him my mind^ 
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Co&. What, Tib, 9how this geatlemaB up to the ^p- 
.ti^lq. [TiQ «lb(Mns Master Matti^ew into the Hi>u$e,'\ 
You should ha* fiome nov, WQuid take this Mr. Matthew 
to be a gentleman at the l^ast. His father is an loosest 
<B)an, a worshipful fisinaonger, and so forth ; and now 
does he creep and vriggle into acquaintance with all 
the brave gallants about the town, such as my guest is; 
O, my guest is a fine man I he does a^ear the legiblest ^^^ 
;of any man christened ; by St. George — ^the foot of 
Pharoah, — the body of me, — as I am a gentleman and a 
soldier ; such dainty oaths ! hnd withal, he does thifi 
same filthy roguish tobacco, the finest and cleanliest I 
:it wo^ld do a man good to see the fume cowe forth Q«it 
at's tonnols ! Well, he owe^ .ipe f^^rtyjibillings, my wifp 
lent him out of her purse by sixpence a time, besides 
bis lodging ; I would I bad it. I shall ha' it, he says,- 
tthe next action. Helter-skelter, hang sorrow, care^U 
kill a cat, up-tails all, and a louse for the hangman. 

{Exit into Howe, 

SCENE IV.— il Room in Gob*s UOU90. 
BoBADiL discovered upon a Bench, Enter Tib, r« 

Bob, Hostess ! Hostess 1 

Tib. What say you, sir 2 

Bob, A cup o' thy small-beer, sweet Hostess. . 

Tib, Sir, there's a gentleman below, would speak 
with you. 

Bob, A gentleman I *Odso, I am not within. 

Tib, My husband told him you were, sir. 

Bob. What a plague what meant bet 

Mat. [mthin,'i Captain Bobadill 

Bob. Who's there ! — Take away the basin, good 
'Hostess. Come up, sir. 

'Tib, He would desire you to come up, sir, You 
-come into a cleanly house here. [JSZvif, b. 

Snter Masteb Matthbw, b. 

Mat. 'SaTe you, sir : 'save you, captain I 

Bobf Gentle Master Matthew ! Is it you, fir ? 
-please you sit down. 

Mat. Thank you, good captain ; you may see I am 
somewhat audacious. 

Bo&. Not so, sir. I was requested to supper, last 
night, by a sort of gallants, where you were wished ler, 
•and drank to, I assure you. 

b2 
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. JfoC. Vouchsafe me by whom, good captain. 

Bo6. Marry, by young Wellbr^, and others. Why» 
Hostess ! a stool here for this gentleman. 
Mat, No haste, sir, 'tis very well. 
Bob, Body of me I It was so late ere we parted last 
I night, I can scarce open my eyes yet ; I was bat new 
1 risen, as yoa came. How passes the day abroad, sir 1 
I you can tell. 
^^.X«^ Mat, Faith, some half hour to seTen. Now, trust 
'^Tme, you have an exceeding fine lodging here, Tery neat, 
W and private ! 

Bob, Ay, sir : I pray you. Master Matthew, in anv 
«ase, possess no gentleman of our acquaintance with 
notice of my lodging. 
Mat, Who, I. sir ? No. 

Btffr. Not that I need to care' who know it, for the 
cabin is convenient : but in regard I would not be too 
popular and generally visited, as some are. 
Mat, True, captain ; I conceive you. 
Boh, For, do you see, sir, by the heart of valour in 
me, except it be to some peculiar and choice spirits, 
to whom I am extraordin^ily engaged, as yourself, or 
so, I could not extend thus/ar.. 
Mat, O Lord, sir ! I resolve so. 

[PulU oiut a paper^ and reads. 
Bob, I confess, I love a cleanly and quiet privacy, 
Above all the tumult and roar of fortune. What new 
piece ha* you there 1 Read it. 

Mat^—lReads.'] — ** To thee, the purest object of my 
sense. 
The most refined essence Heaven covers, 

Send I these lines, wherein I do commence 
The happy state of turtle-billing lovers." . , 

Bob, *Tis good ; proceed, proceed. Where's this ? 

Alat, This, sir ? a toy o' mine own, in my nonage : 
the infancy of my muses. But, when will you come 
and see my study ? Good faith, I can show you some 
very good things I have done of lat e 

Bob, What, all as good as that ? 

Mat, That boot becomes your leg passing wefl, cap- 
tain, methinks. 

Bob, So, so ; it's the fashion gentlemen now use. 

Mat, Troth, captain, and now you speak o* the fa- 
ahlon. Master Wellbred's elder brother and I are fallen 
out exceedingly ; this other day, 1 happened to enter 
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nto some discourse of a hanger, ivbich, T assure yoy, 
both for fashion and workmanship, was most peremp- 
tory-beautiful and gentlemanlike : yet he condemnM an4 
cried it down for the most pied and ridiculous that ever 
he saw. 

Bob. 'Squire Downright, the half-brother, was't not t 

Mat. Ay, sir, George Downright. 

Bob. Hang him, rook ! He ! Why, he has no more 
judgment than a malt horse. By St. George, I wonder 
you*d lose a thought upon such an animal I The most 

Eeremptory absurd clown of Ohristendom this day he is 
olden. I protest to you, as I am a gentleman and a 
soldier, I ne*er changed words with his like. By his 
discourse, he should eat nothing but hay. He was 
bom for the manger, pannier, or packsaddle ! He has 
not so much as a good phrase in his belly ; but all old- 
iron, and rusty proverbs I A gopd commodity for some, 
smith to make hobnails of. 

Mat. Ay, and he thinks to carry it away with his 
naahood still, where: he comes. He brags he will gi* 
me the bastinado, as I hear. 

Bob. How ! He the bastinado I How came he by 
that word, trOw ? . 

Mat. Nay, indeed, hh- said cudgel me : I term'd it so, 
for my more grace. 

Bob. That may be : for I was sure it was none of his 
word. But when ? When Said he so ? 

Mat. Faith, yesterday, they say : a young gallant 
/riend of mine told me so. 

Bob. By the foot of Pharoah, an* 'twere my case 
now, t should send him a challenge, presently. Come 
hither, you shall challenge him. V\\ show you a trick 
or two you shall kill him with, at pleasure : the first 
stoccata, if you will, by this air. 

Mat. Indeed, you have absolute knowledge i' the 
mystery, I have heard, sir. 

Bob. Of whom 1 Of whom ha' you heard it, I be- 
seech you ? 

Mat. Troth, I have heard it spoken of by divers, that 
you have very rare and un-in-one-breath-utt«rable 
skill, sir. 

Bob. By Heaven, no, not T ; no skill i' the earth : 
some small rudiments i' the science, as to know my time,, 
distance, or so. I have profest it more for noblemen 
and gentlemen's use than mine own praotice» I assure 
you. I'll give you a lesson. Look yon, sir. £Ualt 
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npft ;o«r poinc ab<ivtt this atUe, ai Miy hand ; ao, sir, 
come on ! OJi, twine your body mora about, tbaA yon 
may fSaM to a more sweat, comely, .gentlemai^ke guard. 
&lo, iadifferent. HoUow ycyir body more, sir, thuAi 
Now, stand fast o* your left leg ; note your distance ;. 
keep your doe pvopertion of timfr^-Oh, you disorder 
your point most irregularly ! Come^ put on. your 
cloak, and we*ll.go to somepriTato place, where you 
ape acquainted-HU>me tavern, ov so»^-and have a bit. 
-**^What money ha* yon about you, Mr. Matthew ? 

Mat. Faith, I ha* not past a two shillings, or so. 

RoIk *Tis somewhat with the least ; but, come^ wet 
win have a bunch of radishes, and. salt, to tas>e our 
wine ; and. a pipe of tobacco, to close the orifice of thQ 
stomach ; and then we'll call upon young WellbKcd*. 
Perhaps we shall meet Corydon, his brother, there, and 
pnt him to the questfoe. Come along, Mr. Matthew., 

BNI> OY ACT I. 



ACT II. 



^ SCENE I. — A Wurehouse, belonging to Kitblt. 

M^ifer KiTELT, Cash, and Downright, L.-~cn»af 

behind to r. 

KUe^ Thomas,, come hil^er. 

There lies a note within, upon my desk ; 

Hece, take my key* it la no maktei;, neithev. 

Where is the boy ? 

Ca9k, Within, sir, i*the warehouse* 

Kite. Let him tell over straight that Spaniiji gold». 
And weigh it, with the piecea of eigtvL Do ^o^ , 
Seethe deliVesyt of these silver stuffs 
To master Lucar. Tell him, if he will. 
He shall ha* the^gfograms at the rate I told hiiq. 
And I will meet bin, on) the £xchanga> anon, 

€u9k. eo0d, sin. [E^it £<• 

mti Dayoasef thatftdlowi^ bfiothef poapu&ht? 
PK. Ay„ wJ^toC Iim.1 
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Kite. He is a Jewel, brother,—^ ^ 

' I tdok him of a ehild, up, at my door, 
• And* ^r ' i » teii^ J b iiihf^a.v»^iiy eW' n ame, Thomas ; 
Since bred him at the hospital ; wliere, pvoTin^ 
A toward imp, I caliM him home, aod taught liini 
So much, as 1 have made him my cashier. 
And find him, in his place, so full of faith. 
That I durst trust my life into his bands. 

Donm. So would not I, in any havtard's, brotiMr, 
As it is like he is, although I knew 
Myself his father. But you said yon^d somewhat 
To tell me, gentle brother. What is't ? What U't ? 

KUe. Faith, I am very loth to utter it, 
As fearing it ibay hurt your patience : 
But that I know yom' judgment is of strength, 
Against the nearness of affection 

Donm. What need this eireumstanco ? Pray you, be 
direct. 
Gome to the matter, the matter. ca 

Kite, Then, wHhoot further eeremony, thus. 
My brother_Wellbred, sir, I know not now, « " X-. 

OiTate has much ^^med in what he was, . }■ . ^^ 

And greatly alter'd in his disposition. ^> ^ y* 

When h& came first to lodge here in my house, ^ ^ ^ 
Ne'er trust me, if I were not proud of him r ,^ ♦ ^ 
But now his course i» so irregular, *;" > ^ 

So loose, affftcted^^ftadLdegrived oX^acej ^, 

lie makes my house, here,-cbnrmon as V"raart, • •^ 
And here, as in a tavern or a stew. 
He and his wild associates spend their hours, 
In repetition of lasciTieus JestSr— 
Swear, leap, drink, dance, and revel night by nif ht^. 
Control ray servants ; and, indeed, what not ? 

Donm. *Sdains, I know not what I should say to hftn 
i* the whole world ! He values me at a eraeked three- 
farmings, for aughf I see. It will never out o' the H^h 
that's bred i' the bone ! I have told him enough, one ^ 
would think, !f that would serve. Well, he knows what 
to trust to, 'fore George. Let him spend, and spend, and 
domineer, till his heart ache ; an* he think to be reliev- 
ed by me, when he is got into one o* your city poun^, 
the counters, he has tlie wrong sow by the ear. i*faith, 
and claps his dish at a wrong man<^s cloor. Til lay my 
hand on m^ halfpenny, ere I part with 't to feteh him 
oTrtrt'llirssnr© him. 

KUe, Nay, good brother, lot it i»ot tro«ble you, 
thus. 
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Dofvfi. *Sdeath, he made me— I coald eat my Tery 
spur l<^athers for anger ! But, why are you bo tame T 
Wh> do not you speak to him, and tell him how he dis* 
quiets your house f 

Kite. Ob, there are divers reasons to dissuade, 
brother ; 
But, would yourself vouchsafe to travail in it. 
Though but with plain and easy circumstance,. 
It would both come much better to his sense. 
And favour less of stomach, or of passion. 
Ypu are his elder brother, and that title 
Both gives and warrants you authority : 
Whereas, if I should intimate the least. 
It would but add contempt t^ his neglect i^ 
He would be ready, from his heat <^humour, 
To blow the ears of his familiars 
With the false breath of telling what disgrace 
And low disparagements I had put on him : 
Whilst they, sir, to relieve him in the fable. 
Make thrir loose comments upon ev*ry word. 
Gesture, or look, I use ; mock me all o*er ; 
Beget some slander, that shall dwell with me. 
And what would that be, think you ? Marry, this ; 
They would give out, because my wife is fair^ 
Myself but newly married, and my sister 
^ere sojourning a virgiu in my house, 
Thttt I were jealous ! Nay, as sure as death. 
That they would say. And how that I had quarrelPd 
My brother purposely, thereby to find 
An apt pretext to banish them my house. 

Down. Mass, perhaps so : they're like enough to 
do it. 

Kite. Brother, they would, believe it : so should I 
But try experiments upon myself: 
Liend scorn and envy opportunity 
To stab my reputation and good name. [Oroiges lo r. 

Enter Matthew and Bobadil, b. o. 

Mat. I will speak to him 

Bo6. Speak to him I Away I by the#foot of Pharoah, 
you shall not ; you shall not do him that grace. 

Kite. What is the matter, sirs ? 

Bob. The time of day to you, gentleman o* the bouse. 
Is Mr. Wellbred stirring? 

Down. How, then ?— what should he do ? 

Bob, Gentleman of the house, it is you :— is he witbiD. 
•ir? " . " 
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KUe. He came not to his lodging to-night,' §Ir,. I 
assure you. ^ 

Down, Why, do you hear, you ! 

Bob. The gentleman citizen hath satisfied me ; 1*1 
talk to no scavenger. .' [Exeunt Bon. and Mat., r. o. 

Donm. How, scavenger!— Stay, sir, stay! 

KUe, Nay, brother Downright 

Down, Heart! stand you away, an* you love me. 

Kite. You shall not follow him now, I pray you, 
brother ; — good faith, you shall not : I will ovemiU 
you. 

Down. Ha ! scavenger ! Well, go to, 1 say little ; 
but, by this good day, (God forgive me I should 
swear !) if I put it up so, say I am the rankest coward 
ever lived. *Sdains, an* I swallow this, 1*11 ne*er draw 
my sword in the sight of Fleet-street again, while I 
live ; I'll sit in a barn with Madge Howlet, and catch 
mice first. Scavenger ! 

KUe. O, do not fret yourself thus ; never think on*t. 

Down. These are my brother's consorts, these f' 
these are his comrades, his walking mates ! Let me 
not live, an* I could find in my heart to swinge the 
whole gang of them, one after another, and begin with 
him first. I am grieved it should be said he is my 
brother, and take these courses. Well, as he brews so 
he shall drink, 'fore George. Yet he shall hear on*t, 
and that rightly, too, an* I live, i'faith. 

KUe. But, brother, let your reprehensions then 
Run in an easy current, not o*er high : 
But rather use the soft persuading way. 
More winning than enforcing the consent. 

Down, Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant yon. 

IBeU ringty i*. 

EUe. How, now I O, the bell rings to breakfast. 
Brother, I pray you, go in, and bear my wife 
Company till I come ; 1*11 but give order 
For some despatch of business to my servant. 

Down. I will — Scavenger ! scavenger I 

[Exit Downright, l. 

KUe. Well, ^though my troubled spirit's somewhat 
eased. 
It's not reposed in that security 
As ( could wish ; but I must be content, 
Howe*er I set a face on't to the world ! 
Would I had lost this finger, at a venture. 
So Wellbred had ne*er lodged within my house ! 



Why *t cannot be» where there is such resort 
Of wanton ^llants, and yonog resellers. 
That any woman should be honest long^, 
W^ll, to be plain, if I bat thought the lime 
Had answer*d their affections, all the world 
Should not persuade me but I were a cuckold ! 
Marry, I hope they have not got that start ; 
For opportunity hath balkM them yet, 
And shall do sUU, while I have eyes and ears 
To attend the impositions of my heart. 

Enter Dame Kitbly, l. 

Dame. Sister Bridget, pray you fetch down the rofo« 
water above in the closet.<^Sweetheart, wiU joa ^ome 
in to breakfasi ? 

Kite. An* she overheard me, now ! 

Dame. I pray thee, good love, we stay for ypn.'*. 

Kite. By Heaven ! I would not for a thousand angels. 

Dame. What ail you, sweetheart, are you not well ? 
Speak, good Muss. 

Kite. Troth, my head aches extrepiely, vn a^ndden^ ^ 

Dame, Oh, the Lord I 

Mite. How, DOW I What I 

Dame. Alas, how it burns ! Love, keep you warm : 
good truth it is this new disease, there's a number are 
troubled withal ! For love's sak^, sweetheart, como ui 
out of the air. 

Kite, How simple, and how subtle are her answerf ! 
A new disease, and many troubled with it i Why, 
true ! she heard me, all the world to nothing. 

Dame, I pray thee, good sweetheart, come iq ; tU^^. 
air will do you harm, in troth. 

Kite, V\\ come to you presently ; 'twill away, I hope. 

Daim, Pray Heaven it do. [Exit Dai^b, l. 

Kite. A new disease I I know not, new or old. 
But it may well be call'd poor mortals' plague ; 
For, like a pestilence, it doth infect 
The houses of the brain. 
Till not a tbouglit or motion in the mind 
Be free from tihe black poison of i^uspect. 
Well, I will once more strive. 
In spite of this black cloud, myself to bf. 
And shake the fever off, that tbua shakes me. [EMt^ %* 
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8CBNE Ih-^Mo^rfi^Mu, 

Enter Brainworm, disguiged like a Soldier^ l. 

Brain. *SIid, t cAunot choose but lan^b, to see tnyself 
traDslnted thas. Now must I create an intdlerable Soil 
tof lies, or my present profession loses the grace ; sb 
fnueh for tax borrowed shape. Well, the truth is, my 
old master inteifds tb follow my youn^, dry foot, oTer 
Mmyrfields to London this morning : fiOw I, knowing of 
this hunting match, ot rather conspiracy, and to in- 
sinuate With my young master, have got me afore, in 
this disguise, determining here to lie in atnbuscade, and 
Intercept him in the midway. If I can but get his cloak, 
his pUrse, his hat, nay, iiny thing to cut him off, that is, 
to stdy his joutney — Fent, ijidi^ viei, I may say with 

^ Captain Cssar ; I am made for ever, i'faith. Well, now 
ifiust I practise to get the true gUrb of one of those 

' lance-knights, my arm here, and my— Young master, 
and his cousin, Mr. Stephen, as t am a ttue counterfeit 
man of war, and no soldier ! [Bctirei, 

^ Enter Master Stephen and Young Rno*wbll, r^ 

K. Kno, So, sif, and how then, coz 1 
Step;. 'I^foot, 1 have lost my purse, 1 think. 
Y,Kfio, How! lost your purse? Where? When had 

you It? 

step* I cannot tell : stay. 

Y. Kno. What ! ha' you it ? 

Step. No, I think I was bewitched, I 

Y. Kn9, Nay, do not weep the losHt : hftng it, let it 

Step. Oh, it*s here— No, an it had been lost, 1 had 
not cared, but for a jet ring Mistress Mary sent me. 

F. lS.no, A jet ring I Oh, the posy, the posy ! 

Step. Fine, i* the faith !— Though fancy sleep, my lore 
is deep. — Meanings that though I did not fancy her, yet 
she loved me dearly. 

y« Kn9, Most excellent I 

Step. And then I sent her an6ther, And my posy was : 
The deeper the sweeter, 1*11 be judged by St. Peter. 

Y. Kno, How by St. Peter? I do not conceive tliat* 

Step, Marry, St. Peter to make up the metre. 

Y. ^910. Well, there the saint Was your go^d pa- 
tron : he helped you at your need : thank hlnii tKiniK 
him. 
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Brain, I cannot take leave of *em S0. Gentlemen, 
please you change a fbw crowns, for a very excellent 
good blade, here ? I am a poor gentleman, a soldier, 
that, in the better state of my fortune, scorned so mean 
■ a refuge ; but now it is the humour of necessity to have 
it so. You seem to be gentlemen, well affected to mar- 
tial men, else I should rather die with silence than live 
with shame : however, vouchsafe to remember, it is my 
want spealcs, not myself. This condition agrees not 
with my spirit.— 

Y. Kno. Where hast thou served ? 

Brain, May it please you, sir, in all the late wars 
of Bohemia, Hungaria, Dalmatia, Poland ; where not, 
sir ? I have been a poor servitor by sea and land, any 
time this fourteen years, and followed the fortunes of 
the best commai^ders in Christendom. I was twice shot 
at the taking of Aleppo ; once at the relief of Vienna. 
I have been at Marseilles, Naples, and the Adriatic "^ 
gulf; a gentleman slave in the galleys thrice, where I 
was most dangerously shot in the head, through both 
thighs, and yet, being thus maimed, I am 'void of main- 
tenance ; nothing left me but my scars, the noted marks 
of my resolution. 

Step. How will you sell this rapier, friend ? 

Brain. Generous sir, I refer it to your own judgment r 
you are a gentleman, give me what you please. 

Step, True, I am a gentleman, I know that, friend : 
I pray you say, what would you ask ? 

Brain. I assure you the blade may become the side 
or thigh of the best prince in Europe. 

Y. Kno, Ay, with a velvet scabbard. 

Step, Nay, an *t be mine, it shall have a velvet scab- 
bard, coz, that*s flat : I*d not wear it as it is, an* you 
would give me an angel. \"^, 

Brain, At your worshi)»*s pleasure, sir ; nay. His a 
roost pure Toledo. 

Step, I had rather it were a Spaniard ; but tell me, 
what I shall give you for it? An* it had a silver 

hilt 

. Y, Kno, Gome, come, you shall not buy it ; hold, 
there's a shilling : fellow, take thy rapier. 

Step. Why, but I will buy it now, because you say 
so, and there's another shillinff, fellow ; I scorn to be 
outbidden. What, shall I walk with a cudgel, like % 
higginbottom, and may have a rapier for money I 

Y. Kno. You may buy one in the city. 
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Step. Tut, III buy this i* the field, so I will ; 1 have 
a mind to *t, because 'tis a field rapier. Tell me your 
lowest price. 

y. Kno, You shall not buy it, I say. 

Step, By this money, but I will, though I give more 
than 'tis worth. 

Y, Kno, Come away ; yon are a fool. [JSjtiY, l. 

Step, Friend, I am a fool, that's granted: but 1*11 
have it, for that word*s sake. Follow me for your 
money. He says I am a fool ! 

Brain. Yes, sir, the gentleman seems to know you. ^ 

[Exeunt^ h. 

Enter Kso^WELh, n. 

Kno. I cannot lose the thought yet of this letter 
Sent to my son ; nor leave to admire the change 
Of manners, and the breeding of our youth 
Within the kingdom, since myself was one. 
When I was young, he lived not in the stews 
Durst have conceived a scorn, and utter *d it. 
On a gray head ; 
And a man bad then 
A certain reverence paid unto his years. 
That hud none due unto his life. 
But now we are fallen ; youth from their fear," 
And age from that which bred it, good example. 

Enter BtLjavwenWf l. 

Brain, My master ! Nay, faith have at you : I am 
fleshed now, I have sped so well ; though I must attack 
you in a different way. Worshipful sir, I beseech you, 
respect the state of a poor soldier ! I am ashamed of 
this base course of life (God*s my comfort) but ex- 
tremity provokes me to 't : what remedy ? 

Kno. I have not for you now. 

Brain. By the faith 1 bear unto truth, gentleman, it 
is no ordinary custom in me, but only to preserve man- 
hood« I protest to you, a man I have been, a man I may 
be, by your sweet bounty. 

Kno, Pr'ythee, good friend, be satisfied. 

Brain. Good sir, by that hand, you may do the pare 
of a kind gentleman, in lending a poor soldier the price 
of two cans of beer, a matter of small value : the King 
of Heav'n shall pay you, and I shall rest thankful : 

sweet worship 

^ Kno. Nay, an' you be so Importunate 

c 
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brain. 6li, tender sir, nfe^d wiU twlVd his course : I 
was not made lb this \\\e uS'e ! "#161^, the ed'g6 of tfie 
eaerny could not have bated me so much. [Jfe weeps.] 
It's hard, when a man h^s seHi^d ih Wis i^rinc^>*S ca<use, 
and be thus — ^Honourable ^of'shii), \H if^e derive a small 
piece of silver from you, it shall not be givet in the 
course of time, fiy ttiiS good ^rotjiiird, I was faih to 
pawn my rapiier last night, fpi- a pO'or supp6r ; 1 iiad 
suck'd the hilts long before, i &m a pa^iLn else : sit^^lft 
honour. 

kno. Believe me, I aih tak^n t^ith ffotjbe Vrond^r, 
I'd think i. fellow of that put ward presence. 
Should, in the fra%ie dnd f^shioii «f his mind, 
Be so <toi^eildrftte and fTordid base ! 
Art thoa not a man, and 8ham*st thou not to beg t 
To practise 4uch a servile khid of life 7 
Why, were thy education ne'er, so mean^ 
Having thy Umbs, a thousand fairer eoar«es 
Offer'thems^l^fes to thy e^i^ctiom • 

Either the wars might still supply thy wants^ 
Or service of some virtuous gentleman. . 

Brain. Faith^ sir, I would gladly find some other 
coarse, if so 

Kno. Afi yduM gladly find it, but you will not seek 

it* 

Brain, Alas ! sir, where should a man seek t In ttie 
wars there's no ascent by desert in these days, but— 
and for service, would it were as soon purchased aa 
Wished fori (the a!r*s my cbm^h) 1 Utiow #hat 1 
would say 

JCfio. What's thy nAiiie? 

Brain^ I^leaSe yOu, Fitzsv^di-d, slV. 

kho. Fit^sword. 
Say that a man Should eht^rtain ^ee rtbW, 
Wpuld'st thou be honest, hutaible, just, and ti^uet 

f^tfiM. dtr, by the plae^ and honour of a soldfe)'^ 
"no, Najf, nay, I like not thosfe directed baths ! 
Bpeak plainly, mail ; wh&t thitak*st thou of my words t 

Brain. Nothing,* sir ; but wish my fortunes Vere irii 
happy as my service should btg honest. 

Kno. Well, follow me ; t'U pirtive thee, if thy deeds 
iwiU carlry piroportioii to thy words. \^Exity £» 

,Bfain. Yes, sir, straight: 1*11 but gartfer my ho^e. 
Oh, that my belly wete hbbped ho\^, for 1 ate ready tA 
burst with laughing I Never was bottle or bagpip%» 
fuller. ^Snd, was tltere eteir teen A fost in y^ars to he^ 
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tr^y hiinself ^hi|$ ? l^qw I shall be j^ss^$9ed vf all bis 
counsels, and by that 'conduct my young master ! WetJ, 
he's resolved to prove my honesty ; faith, and I am 
resolved tp. prove M& patioiiea. OJ&, i shall abDfie him 
intolerably! Thi^ sw^U pi<aQe of service wiU bdijg 
hiin clean put of lotye with tlie soldier foT ^ver. He wiH 
never com^, Mrithljq ib? s^ghl pf a red coat or a musket 
again,<^ Wq1\j i*ll follow hiip. OJj^ ho,w I ^oug to be 
en;iploye4 1 

With change of voice, these scars, and many'an oath, 
1*11 follow son and sire, and serve *em both. ^ExU, &. 

■. END 0^ ACT II. 



ACT lU. 

S^JfiNB I.— ?^«c&* Market. 

Enter Wxllbrkd/M^vthbw^ an^ Bobasul^ 1. 

Rfat. Yes, faitb, sir I We were at your lodgingsi to 
8Gci you, toOk 

fVell. Oh, I came not there to-night. 

i^. Yo.ur brother dellveced us as ratuch. 

tVelL Who! My brother Downright? 

Hob, He )— Mr. Wellbred, I know not io w:hat kind 

you hold me; but let roe say to, you this: as sure as 

honour, I esteem it so much out of the sunshli^p of 

r^F^^^^^t ^^ thrpw tb9 leai^ beam of regafd upon s'aph 

a. 

Well. Sfr, I must hear no ill words of my brother., 

^06.. I protest to yqu, as I have a thing to be savpd 
ab<oul ii?iCj, \ never saw any gentleman-like part 

^eli. Good 'ca,ptain {^facfis, about] to some othei: 
cUscoui;s^ 

^by ^ith your leaye, sir^ au' there were no mqrp. 
lueo living upon the faoe of tl^e earthy I shoi^d i^ot, fapcy 
'him, Dy St. George. 

Mqt. Troth, nor ( ; h^ is of a rustical evt, I knpw 
not hoiK \^ he 4<>tb. 9Qt carry hitn^eU like a £[enil^miu;t 9C 

fashion 

ca 
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Well, Ob, Mr. Matthew, that's a grace peculiar bat 
to a few 

Enter Yovv^ Kno*wbll and Stephen, n. 

Ned Kno'well I By my soul, welcome I How dost thou, 
sweet spirit, my genius ? *Slid, I shall love Apollo and 
the mad Thespian girls the better whilst I live for this, 
my dear fury. Now I see there's some love in thee ! — 
8irrah, these be the two I writ to you of. Nay, what 
a drowsy humour is this now? Why dost thou not 
speak ? 

F. Kno, O, you are a fine gallant ; you sent me a 
rare letter. 

Well. Why, was 't not rare ? 

y. Kno, Yes, I'll be sworn, I was never guilty of 
reading the like. But 1 marvel what camel it was that 
had the carriage of it ; for doubtless he was no ordinary 
beast that brought it. 

Well. Why? 

Y. Kno. Why, say est thou ? Why, dost thou think 
that any reasonable creature, especially in the morning, 
the sober time of the day, too, could have mistaken my 
father for me ? 

Well. 'Slid, you jest, I hope. 

y. Kno, Indeed, the best use we can turn it to is to 
make a jest on't now ; but I'll assure you, my father 
lift)! ^ ittU view o* your flourishing style^ before I saw 
it.' 

Well, What a dull slave was this ! But, sirrah, what 
said he to it, i' faith? 

Y. Kno. Nay, I know not what he said ; but I have 
a shrewd guess what he thought. 

Well, What, what? 

y. Kno. Marry, that thou art some strange dissolute 
young fellow, andTnet a grain or two better, for keep- 
ing thee company. 

Well. Tut, that thought is like the moon in her last 
quarter, 'twill change shortly. But, sirrah, I pray thee 
be acquainted with my two nang-bys here : — ^thou wilt 
take exceeding pleasure in 'em, if thou hearest 'em once ' 

go: my wind instruments. I'll wind 'em up But 

what strange piece of silence is this ? The sign of the 
dumb man ? 

y. Kno. Oh, sir, a kinsman of mine ; one that may 
make your music the fuller, an' please : he has his hu- 
mour, sir. 
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Well, Ob, wh»ti8*t, whatis't? 
F. Urmo. Nay, 1*11 neither do your judgment, nor 
bis folly, that wrong, as to prepare yoar apprehensions. 
I'll leave him to the mercy o' your search, if you can 
take him so. 

fVell. Well, Captain Bobadil, Mr. Matthew, I pray 
you know this gentleman here : he is a friend of mine, 
and one that will deserve your affection. I know not 
your name, sir, but shall be glad of any occasion to 
render me more familiar to you. 

Step. My name is Mr. Stephen, sir : I am this gen- 
tleman *s own cousin, sir ; his father is mine uncle, sir ;^ 
I am somewhat melancholy, but you shall command 
me, sir, in whatsoever is incident to a gentleman. 

Bob, I must tell you this, I am no general man : but, 
for Mr. Wellbred's sake (you may embrace it at what 
height of favour you please,^ I do communicate with 
you; and conceive you- to -be- a geiitl^iBftii c^f -floaie 
parts. I love few words. 

F. Kno, And I fewer, sir. I have scarce enow' to 
thank you. 
Mat, But are you indeed, sir, so given to it t 

[7*0 Mr. Stephen^ 
Step. Ay, truly, sir, I am mightly given to melan- 
choly. 

Mat, Oh, it*s your only fine humour, sif ; your true 
melancholy breeds your perfect fine wit, sir: I am me- 
lancholy myself divers times, sir, and then do I no 
more but take a pen and paper presently, and overflow ' 
you half a score or a dozen of sonnets, ata«iUiiig. 
Step. Cousin, am I melancholy enough ? y 

Y. Kno. Oh, "ay, excellent ! — -^ 

Well, Captain Bobadil, why muse you so ? 
Y. Kno. He is melancholy too. 
Bob. Faith, sir, I was thinking of a most honour- 
able piece of service was performM, to-morrow, beinr 
St. Mark*s-day, shall be some ten years now. 
Y, Kno. In what place, captain ? 
Bob. Why, at the belea^*ring of Strigonium, where, 
in less than two hours, seven hundred resolute gentle- 
men as any were in Europe lost their lives upon the 
bresch. 1*11 tell you, gentlemen, it was the first but 
the best leagure that ever I beheld with these eyes, 

except the taking of what do you call it, last year, 

hy the Genoese ; but that (of all others) was the most 
fital and clangorous exploit that 'jdytt I was ranged is, 

c « 



since I first bore arms before tbe ^co «f the «Qeioy^ as 
1 Mil a, geallavan and a sbldiec. 

Step; So, ^ bad as >i«f as aa, aog^l I oould sw«ar. ad 
well as thali genUenaa^ 

y. Kno. Then you were a servitor at both, il sfWfiift;. 
atr Stitigfooittio, and what do you oaU't? 

B06> Oh, l«rd, sir I by Sit. Cheacga, I "WMS tha fim^. 
maRt ^at aater*d the breach ;^ bad labt effected it wUh 
reik>lutio& i hi(d been. sla|n^ i£ I bad had a JSuUiottiOf 
lives. 

- Y, Kno, 'Twas pity yo^.had- not ten ; a cat*s^ and 
ypuit own rfatth. Buib, wa& it possibla ? 

Bob, I assure yoQ, upon ny^ c^utation, *tiS( tciie, 
and yoarsall shall confess. ;'\ \ 

y. KH(h Yon mast briogt ipe to the nack fiist\ - 

Rob. Observa me judidally, sweet sir.:, they- had 
pkihlted- me three demi-eulvesinSi Just', ia the raouibb^olir 
tika breach';- now^ sir, as* wa w^^ to. giv& on^ thaur 
master-gunner (a man of no mean. skiH and mark, .yoa> 
imisV tbluk) oonfronts- me with« his linstock, leady' to 
give fire: 1, spying his intendment, dischargied my. 
petrionel in his bospm, and witb^ese-singlo^adns^ my 
poor papier> ran violently upon the Moors, that guard- 
ed( the- ordnanoQ^ and pat tliem, ail pellrn^aU to, the 
sword. 
' WcU, Tor the sword ! to the impmr^ captain !/ 

Y. Knok Oh, it was a good figure, observed, air! 
But did' you- all^ this, ci^tain^ without hurting yoiu 
bfode ? 

Beb* Wkhoot any impeach o* the earth v you> shall 
perceive, sir. ' U is the most fortunate weepon^ that 
ever rid on a poor gentleman's- thigh. Shall I tell you,, 
sir? You tftUc of'lMbrglay, Excaiibnr, D(ariodina<i or 
so 1 Tut, I lend no credit to that is- fabled of *em.; I 
know the virtue of mine own, and therefore I dare- the 
boldlier^maintain it. 

Step, I marvel whether it be aDoledo, or no. 

Bob, A most perfect iPoledo^ I assure you, sir^ 

Step, r have a countryman 4>f bis here. 

Akiti, Pray you, let's see^ sir* Yes^ feitb, it is ! 

tipb. This a- Toledo !■ pish. 

Siep, Why do you pish, captain? 

Bob, A Fiemlng^ by neayeo ! yil buy them, for a 
gildhr. a piece, an*^ I will have a tl^ousand of theoK 

' K. JKW). How say you, oousin ? I told yon tllu9 
muebw 
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Sffp. Of a scurfy rogue soldier ; he swore it w^^ ^ 

TotedOb 

' JBtob. Af»«>rptovv»*rapie«,— noVetter. ^ 

>/o<. Mass, HihrnX ik t^, indeed, now 1 IpQk ©Oi' 
betien. 

Bo&. Comefiiloii;, Master MatUiev^ 

{E^enmt Bob. andt MA.TT«Eipr, r. 

y. Kho. Nay, the longer you look oa't tKe wors^» 
pjBEt it Of), pul it up ! 

Step. Well, I will put it up, but^y- — ^$IU «h|'^ 
ge^JlhfrcaptahkHioaili, I thought to, h«.T« sivojnj ^y ft) 
an* e*er 1 meet hi m ^ » 

FTe//. O, 'tis past help ni>.w, sir ; you must ha* p»- 
tifenee. 

^i|i. Whoraas ooBay-catching raaoal I I cQ«ld e»t 
tha very hilta for aog er. 

y. lC«fl. A sign of good digtslioa; you ha^e w. 
oslridi slionacfat, coiuiq. 

Step, A stomach! I would* I had htm hejre ; :^oa 
sbouJd see an* 1 had a. stomach. 

Well, It's better as His. Come, gentlemen, abatt 
wie go.1i 

EfUer Drain-worm, l. 

y. Kno, A miracle ! cousin ! look here I look here ! 

Step* 6, Grod^slid, by your leave, do yon know me, 
sir? 

Brain, Ay, sir, 1 know you by sight. 

Step, You soMme a rapier, did you not I-' 

Brain. Yes, marry, did I, sir. 

Step, You said it was a Tbledto^ ha ? 

Btdin, True, I did so. 

Step. B«t it i« none !: 

Brain, No, sir, I confess it is none. 

Step, Do you confess it? GentiemeB, bear witness, 
he has confessed it. By &od*fl wi41, an' you had not 
confess'd it 

y. Kno, Oh, cousin, forbear, IbrbeAr* 

Step, Nay, I have done, coasiB. 

Well, Why, yottha^e-done like a gentleman: he hft« 
cotifess'd it : what would you more ?^ 

Step. Yet, by his leave, he is a rascal ; under his 
favour, do you see. 

y. Kno. Ay, by his leave, he is, and under favour. 
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Pretty piece of eiyility ? Sirrah, bow dost tbou like 
him? 

ff^ell. Oh, it's a most precious fool, — make much on 
him. I can compare him to nothing more happily than 
a_dmm ; for every 9nfi iP*^y pUy "p^" bim, 

TTKno. No, no, a child's whistle were far the fitter. 

Brain. Sir, shall I entreat a word with you ? 
'' F. Kno. With me, sir ! You have not another To- 
ledo to sell, ha* yon? 

Brain. You are conceited, sir ; your name is Mr. 
Kno*well, as I take it? 

F. Kno. You are i' the right. You mean not to pro- 
ceed in the catechism, do you ? 

Brain, No, sir, I am none of that coat. 

Y. Kno. Of as bare coat, though * Well, say, ■ sir ? 

Brain. Faith, sir, I am but a ser?ant to the drum 
extraordinary, and, indeed, this smoky Tarnish being 
washed off, aod three or four patches removed, I ap- 
pear your worship's in reversion, after the decease of 
your good father — Brainworm. 

Y. Kno. Brainworm ! 'Slight, what breath of a 
conjurer hath blown thee hither in this shape? 

Brain. The breath o' your letter, sir, this morning : 
the same that blew you to the Windmill, and your fa- 
ther after you. 

y. Kno. My father ! 

Brain. Nay, never start : 'tis trup : he has follow^ 
you over the fields, by the foot, as you would do a hare 
i* the snow. 

Y. Kno. Sirrah, Wellbred, what shall we do, sirrah 2 
My father is come over after me. 

WeU. Thy father 1 Where is he ? 

Brain. At Justice Clement's house, here, in Gole- 
man-street, where he but stays my return ; and then — 

Well. Who is this? Brainworm? 

Brain. The same, sir. 

Well. Why, how, 1' the name of wit, comest thou 
transmuted thus ? 

Brain. Faith, a device ! A device I Nay, for the 
love of reason, gentlemen, and avoiding the danger, 
stand not here ; withdraw, and I'll tell you all. 

Y. Kno. Come, cousin. [Exeuntf ii«. 
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SCENE II.— Tfcc Warehoute, 

Enter Ritplt and Cash, l. 

KUe. What says he, Thomas ? Did yoa speak with 
him ? 

Ca«fc. He will expect you, sir, within this half hour. 

Kite. Has he the money ready, can yon tell ? 

Cash* Yes, sir, the money was brought in la«t 
night. 

Kile. Oh, that*s well : fetcji me my cloak. 

[Exit Cash, l. s. k. 
Stay, let me see, an hour to go and come ; 
Ay, that will be the least ;* and then 'twill be 
An hour before I can despatch with him, 
Or very near : well, I will say two hours.— 
Two hours ! Ha ! Things never dreamt of ytt 
May be contrived, ay, and efiTected too. 
In two hours absence. Well, I will not go. 
Two hours ; no, fleering opportunity, 
I will not give your subtlety that scope. 
Who will not judge him worthy to be robb'd. 
That sets his doors wide open to a thief. 
And shows the felon where his treasure lies t 
Ag^in, what earthly spirit but will attempt 
To taste the fruit of beauty's golden tree. 
When leaden sleep seals up the dragon's eyes ? 
I will not go. Business, go by for once. 
No, beauty, no ; you. are too, too precious 
To "be left BO without a guard. * 
He, that lends 

His wife, if she be fair, or time or place, 
Compelt her to be false. I will not go. 

Ewter Cash, i.« s. e. 

Carry in my cloak again. — ^Yet, stay. — ^Yet do, too.^ 
I will defer going on all occasions. 

Cash. Sir, Snare, your scrivener, will be there with 
the bonds. 

Kite. That's true : fool on me ! I had clean forgo* 
it! I must go.— What's o'clock! 

Cash* Exchange time, sir. 

Kite. 'Heart ! then will Wellbred presently b« h—% 
too, 
With one or other of his loose consorts. 
I am a knave, if I know what to say, 
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What course to takp, or which way to resolye. 
My brain, iiiijtIiitiHs. i& lilie an hc^ij-glass, 
Wherein loy imagination runs, like sands, 
Filllag up lini&; but then are turn '<! aB«( tiKn'd; 



N^}t, I dare b,iut4 vjttjfi ^ s«u:i«*.y ; 

ife knows nqt \», dfceji^q& ^Thon}^.! 

C/t»\ Si>. 

SUe. Yet now, I have bethought me, Iq^ 1 ■kM 

Tboqu^ tS;'Cab vithin? . 
■. Ctuh. 1 think he b^, si' 

,' JCife. But he'U pii&te tf Ui>l> 

/ No, there were ^. tqu o 
ir I durst t(iu^')ii'>i ; V9F' 
But ehof^^ b« h^ve a f^j' 
I^st in my fame for ^yat 
The manner he tftl!^ si<ip. 
Doth promise no S|ich ej f^ar, 

thfn! 
Well, coiqa wAat »*iU, I'll mnpt msr fariune onsf ■— 
Thomas— you' may tleeeiTe me, buj,(l)upe-- 
Your love (o,^i U,iaofb — t 

Ca*h. Sir, i:i ^ «*n;»ot'?, 
Duly, wilhfailfc, m^. ba flJilJ'U love, ioi( e» 
More Ih^n iq hops, ywi W^ pv^ses^^ of 11. 
Kile. I thanji you, ^eoetily, '^LioiBas ; (^' tU9 >o.ur 

With all my heart, good IfbfR'JfV (!>=^^> 'fbi^KWAi 

A secret to impart to you but. 

When once yoit lm»it, 1 nui^t ^e«l }:oUf 11^ up. 
So far 1 lell you, Th,<w>Pf. 

Catli. Sir, for that 

Kile. Nay, bear me oul. Think, I eslieni you. 

When I will let yon ift, tVus to my pri\i(le. 
!)){»» thisj litft ifea^S' •£ «S "^^ • 
Than thou'rt aware of, Thomas. If thou shoidJst 
R«{^«4l it, but 

Cash. How! IreTG^Li^! 

KiU. Nay, 
lOfi. npt »tiak ^MU vould^j )l^ it lilfin ^liqujdsl, 
'Twer'e a great weakness. 

Cath. A grea,t t£«acb«($ : 
GiTS it no oUier nfesf- 



XtVe. Thou wilt Hbt dot, f HM ? 

CcLsh. Sir, if I do, mankind di^clltllm MeVef. 

Kite. He will not SWifear; "hie hteJ »6ttfb Tcs^f vallofc, 
Some conceal'd purpose, and close ifiefl(6in^« sore; 
£l8e, being urged so much, hoir Should he dho4i9e^ 
Bdt UiiA an 6ath t6 il4 thi^ proteettfttidd ? 
He*s no fanatic, I have heard him swear. 

What should nwnk e«rii? tj^ffeliiifl ftgkitl, 

And by some other way ? I #iU do 66,'-^ 
Well, Thomas, thou hast l^ibVfi itWt iS disfelitee 5 
Yefe, yo'ii did s^»«aV. 

CatA. Not yet, sir, but I will, 
Please you-^— ^ 

Kite. No, Tfto-ihtfs, 1 ^4r* taW tti^ ^oW ; . 
But \r tftbiSl ^it siiirekh db, «^ ilioii tl(ffiK*irt ^dd ; 
I am resolved withont ft ; at thy'p1easi:fre. 

Cash. By mv sours ^fbVy, tft^, Mr, 1 pftfiat 
My foUlrud §hall h6*efr 'ta!ke kfabVl^dg*6 ^k Word 
Delit^fir^a tte in nattfire df f6>ar truit. 

£t7e. It*^ t6<» ihiieH ^ tWe$recerVrt6tii«4ii«»^d fa^ 
rkVibV^ thy faith f6 1^ as firm as tock. 
ThUttiki^ come hilher—heArct ; wfe ciViiiot W 
O^db prtvale ih ^his buslYiei^^^. S^ il is. 
Now he has sworn, I dare the safelier T<brfi¥in^ : 
I have of late, by divers observations — 
But witelher bis oath ntca bihd Mm, t1i6ii^ it i)( ; 

Feinff not taken lawfully ? ba— s^ you ? 
^Ill bethink ttie ere 1 dA proceed. 
ThomAs, it will be ho^e too long to ntiif, 
Vn S^y 8bfii6 latter tiAl« M(^, or tO-4UOYirdVlr. 

CotA. Sir, at your pleaiTdTb. 

ItTZAf. ( ^11 tMfif[-^19i>re tA^ rtif bidik-^And; t^oifaas, 
I pray you search the books 'gainst my returit, 
9W tM Mb%!jftk 't^htt Vit» ihd 'f raipL 

Vdlk. i ^111, Sit. 

Itite. At«U, lielir ro'a, (f fovHt ihlstr^h' bfothdr, 
Weflbrfea. 
€n%i«e 1^6 bVibg hither ktit ^ehtlete^b, 
m% I cdnife bkft, let btie Straight UHtt]^ tti^ W^rd. 

Caih, V<»ry well, sir. 

JBTidtf. To the Exchange ; do vou h'e^r ? 
Or here In Coleiiian-sli-eet, t^ ^astice Clvltfyt'i. 
F6ir|dt il obt, nor be out t»f thi iiiky. 

Cask, I will not, sir. 

Kite, I pray you, have a care on*t. 
Or whether he come or n», if any othor 
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Stranger, or else, fail not to send me word. 

C(uh, 1 shall not, sir. 

Kftt, Be*t your special business 
l4ow to remember it. 

Ca^. Sir, I warrant yon. 

Kite. But, Thomas, this is not the secret, Thomas, 
I told yon of. 

Cash, JSo, sir, I do suppose it. 

Kite, Believe me, it is not. 

Cash, Sir, I do believe you. 
' Kite, By Heaven, it is not ! That's enough. But, 

Thomas, 
I would not you should utter it, do you see. 
To any creature living ; yet I care not. 
Well, I must hence. Thomas, conceive thus much ; 
It was a trial of you ; when I meant 

So deep a secret to you, I meant not this. j^ 

But that I have to tell you. l^his is nothing, this. 
But, Thomas, keep this from my wife, 1 charge you. 
Lock*d up in silence, midnight, buried here. 
No greater hell than to be slave to fear. lExit,' R. 

Ca^h, Lock*d up in silence, midnight, buried here. 
Whence should this flood of passion, trow, take ^ 
head 2t-. 

But soft, ^ ' 

Here is company:; now must I— lExU, l. 

Enter Wellbreo, Youno Kno'well, Brain worm, 
BoBADiL, Stephen, and Matthew, r* 

Well, Beshrew me, but it was an absolute good jest, 
and exceedingly well carried. 

Y, Kno, Ay, and our ignorance maintained it as well, 
did it not? 

Well, Yqs^ faith! But was't possible thou shouldst 
not know him? I forgive Mr. Stephen, for he is stu- 
pidity itself. Why, Brainworm, who would have 
thought thou hadst been such an artificer ? 

Y, Kno, An artificer ! An architect ! Except a roan 
has studied begging all his lifetime," and been a weaver 
of language from his infancy, for the clothing of it, I 
never saw his rival. 

Well, Where got'st thou this coat, I marvel ? 

Brain, Of a Houndsditch man, sir, one of the devir^f 
near kinsmen^ a broker. 
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Enter Cash, l. 

Cash, Francis I Martin ! Ne'er a one to be found 
now. What a spite^s this ! 

Well. How now, Thomas, is my brother Kitely 
within ? 

Cash. No, sir : my master went forth e*en now ; but 
Master Downright is within. Cob ! What, Cob ! is h« 
gone too ? 

Well. Whither went your master, Thomas? canst 
thou tell? 

Cash. I know not; to Justice Clement's, I think, 
sir.— Cob I [Exit Cash, h. 

Y. Kno. Justice Clement's ! W^hat's tie ? 

Well. Why, dost thou not know him ? He is a city 
magistrate, a justice here ; an excellent good lawyer, 
•and a great scholar; but the only mad and merry old 
fellow in Europe. I showed you him the other day. 

Y. Kno, Oh, is that he ? I remember him now. I 
have heard many of his jests i' the university. They 
say he will commit a man for taking the wall of his 
horsei '7^ ^ 

Weit. 'Ay, or wearing his cloak on one shoulder, or 
serving of God. Any thing, indeed, if it come in th« 
way of his humour. 



■'■ .^Uudl- HMMKUB 



Enter Cash, r. 

Cash. Gasper ! Martin ! Cob ! 'Heart 1 where should 
they be,' trow? 

Bob. Master Kitely 's man, pr'y thee, vouchsafe U8th« 
lighting of this match. 

Cash. Fire on your match! no time but now to 
vouchsafe? Francis 1 Cob 1 [£xi7, l. 

Bob. Body of me I Here's the remainder of seven 
pound since yesterday was seven night. *Tis your 
right Trinidado! Did yuu never take any. Master 
Stephen ? 

Siep. No, truly, sir ; but I'll learn to take it now, 
since you commend it so. 

Bob. Sir, believe me, upon my relation, for what f. . 
tell you the world shall not reprove; I have been in ^ 
the Indies, where this herb grows, where neither my- ( 
self, nor a dozen gentlemen more, of my knowledge, 
have received the taste of any other nutriment in iha 
world, for the space of one-aud-twenty weeks, hot tht 
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fame of this simple only; therefore it cannot be but 
*tis most divine, especially near Trinidado. Tour 
Nicotian is good, too. I do hold it, and ivill affirm it, 
before any prince in Europe, to be the most sovereivn 
and precious weed, that'ever the earth tendered to the 
use of man. 

y, Kno, This speech would have done decently in a 
tobacco trader's mouth. 

Enter Cash and Con, l. 

Cash, At Justice Clement's he is, in the middle of 
Coleman-sfreet. 
Cob. O, ho ! 

Bob, Where*s the match I gave thee, master Ritely's 
man? 

Cash, Here it is, sir. 

Cob. By God's me ! I marvel what pleasure or feli- 
) city they have in taking this roguish tobacco! it's 
X good for nothing but to choke a man, and fill him full 
of smoke and embers. 

[BoBADfL beats him fdth a eudgd ; Mat. nifit 
amayy l. Enter Brainwor.m, I*. 
AIL Oh, good captain I hold, hold 1 
Bob, You base scullion, you— 
Cash, Come, thou must need be talking, too ; thoa*rt 
well enough served. 

Cob. Well, it shall be a dear beating, an' I live ! I 
will have justice for this. 

Bo5. T>o you prate? Do you mnrmur? . 

[BoBADiL beats him ojf\ b. 
Y. Kno, Nay, good captain, will you regard the hu- 
mour of a fool ? 

Bob, A whorson filthy slave I a dungworm, an excre- 
ment I Body o'Ciesar, out that I scorn to* let forth so 
mean a spirit. I'd have stabbed him to the earth. 

Well, Marry, the law forbid, sir. 
~ Bob, By Pharoah's foot, 1 would have done it. 

[ExU^ I.. 

Step, Oh, he swears admirably ! By Pharoah's foot 

—Body of Cesar — 1 shall never do it, sure ; upon 

mine honour, and by St. George ; no, I ha'n't the right 

grace. 

Well. But, soft, Where's Mr. Matthew? gone? 
Brain, No, sir ; they went in here. 
fftli, O, let's follow them : Master Matthew is rtti« 
to.sahite his mistress in Terse. We shall have the nap- 
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piness to hear some of his poetry pow. He never 
comes uufumished. Brainworm ! 

Step, Brainworm I Where ? Is this Brainworm ? 

y. Kno. Ay, cousin, no words of it, upon your gen- 
tility. 

Step, Not I, body of me I by this air, St. George, 
and the foot of Piiaroah ! 

WeU. Rare 1 your cousin's discourse is simply drawn 
out with oaths. 

IT. Kjfo. 'Tis larded with them. A kind of French 
dressing, if you love it. Come, let's in. Come, cousin. • 

lExeunt^ i/« 

'l^CENE III. — A Hall in Justice Clement's House, 
f. ^ Enter Kitelt and Cob, l. 

Kite, Ha ! How many are there, say'st thou ? 
. Cob, Marry, sir, your brother, Master Wellbred — 

Kite. Tut! beside him: what strangers are there, 
man? 

Cob, Strangers! Let me see one, two — mass, I 

know not well, there are so many. 

Kite, How, so many ? 

Cob, Ay, there's some five or six of them, at the 
most. 

Kite, A swarm, a swarm ! 
flpite of the devil, how they sting my head 
With forked stings, thus wide and large I But j Cob, 
How long hast thou been coming hither. Cob ? 

Cob, A little while, sir. 
' Kite. Didst thou come running ? 

Cob, No, sir. 

Kite, Nay, then I am familiar with thy hasttv! 
Bane to my fortunes. What meant t to marry ? 
I, that before was rank'd in such content. 
My mind at rest too, in so soft a peace, 
Being free master of my own free thoughts, 
And now become a slave ? What, never sigh ! 
Be of good cheer, man, for thou art a cuckold. 
*Ti8 done, 'tis done ! Nay, when such flowing store. 
Plenty itself falls into my wife's lap, 
The cornucopia will be mine, I knoWi But, Cob, 
What entertainment had they ? I am sure 
My sister and my wife would bid them welcome, ha ! 

Cob. Like enough, sir $ yet I heard not a word of it. 

D 2 
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Kite, No ; their lips were seard with kisses, and the 
Toice, 
Drown*d in a flood of joy at their arrival, 
Had lost her motion, state, and faculty. 
Cob, which of them was*t, that first kissM my wife ? ~ 
My sister, I should say : my wife, alas I 
I fear not her. Ha ! Who was it, say*st thou? 

Cab. By my troth, sir, will you have the truth of it ? 
t^ Kite. Ay, good Cob, I pray thee, heartily. 

Cob. Then I am a vagabond, and fitter for Bridewell 
than your worship's company, if I saw any body to be 
kissed, unless they would have kissed the post in the 
middle of the warehouse ; for there I left them all, at 
their tobacco, with a pox ! 

Kite. How, were they not gone in, then, ere thou 
cam'st ? 

Cob. Ono, sir! ""' ' 

Kite. Spite o' the devil ! What do I stay here then ? 
Gob, Cob, follow me. {Exeunt^ ■• 

END OP ACT III. 



ACT IV. 
SCEf^fi I.— J Room in Kitelt*s Houte. 

. ^' Enter Downright and Damb Kitblt, l. 

Down. Well, sister, I tell you true ; and you'll tind 
it so in the end. 

Dame. Alas, brother, what would you have roe to 
do ? I cannot help it. You see my brother brings them 
in here : they are his friends. 

Down. His friends I his fiends ! *Slud, they do no- 
thing but haunt him up and down, like a sort of unlucky- 
spirits, and tempt him to all manner of villany that can 
be thought of. l¥ell, by this light, a little thing would 
make me play the devil with some of them ! And 'twere 
not more for your husbimd's sake, than any thing else, 
I'd make the house too hot for the best on *em. They 
should say, and swear, hell were broken loose, ere they 
went hence. But, by God's will, 'tis nobody's fault 
but yours ; for an' you had done as you might have 
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done, they should have been parboiled, and baked too, 
every mother's son, ere they should ha* come in, e*er a 
one of *em. • r 

Dame, God*s my life ! did you ever hear the like t 
What a strange man is this ! Could I keep out all them, 
think you ? I should put myself against half-a-dozen 
men, should I ? Good faith, you'd mad the patient' st 
body in the world, to hear you talk so without any 
sense or reason ! 

EiUer Mas. Bridobt, Mr. Matthew, Wbllbred, 
Stbprbn, Youns Kno'well, Bobadil, tmd Cash^ l. 

Bridg. Servant, in troth, you are too prodigal 
Of your wit's treasure, thus to pour it forth 
Upon so mean a subject as my worth. 

Mat, You say well, mistress, and I mean as wdl. . 

Down. Hey day, here is stuff I 

Well. O, now stand close. Pray heaven she can get 
him to read : he should do it of his own natural impu- 
dence. 
' Brulff. Servant, what is this same, I pray you ? 

Mat. Marry, an elegy ! an elegy ! an odd toy — ^1*11 
read it, if you please. 

Brief <;r. Pray you do, servant. 

Down. O, here's no foppery ! Death, I can ^endure 
the stocks better. * ^ 

Y. Kno. What ails thy brother? Can he not bear the 
reading of a ballad 1 

Well. O no, a rhyme to him is worse than cheese^ 
or' a bagpipe. — But, mark, you lose the protestation. 
• Bridg. Come, servant, I pray read it. 

Bob. Master Matthew, you abuse the expectation of 
^our dear mistress, and her fair sister. Fie, while you 
live, a?oid this prolixity. 

Mat, I shall, sir—- [Readt. 

^ Bare creature, let me speak without offence, i . 

'Would Heav'n my rude words had the influence U^ 
To rule thy thoughts, as thyyair looks do mine. 
Then should'st thou be his prisoner, who is thine. 
[Master Stephen anmers with 9haMng his 
head. 

Y. Kno, 'Slight, he shakes his head like a bottle, to 
feel an* there be any brain in it ! ' 

FTef/. Sister, what ha' you here?, Verses? Pray you 
let's see» < Who made thes^ verses ? they are 'Excellent 
good. D 8 



JBVIRY MAN IN HIS HUMOUB. [ACT Vh 

Mai* O, Master Welibred, His your dispositioii to 
•ay so, sir: they were good i' the momiDf ; I made 
them extempore this morning. 
" Well, How, extempore ! 

Mat. I woi4d 1 might be haug*d else ; ask Captain 
Bobadil. He saw me write them at the — (pox on it!) 
the Star yonder. 

Sitep, CkMisfai, how do yon like this gentleman's 
TersesI 

Y. Kno. D, admirable! the best that ever I heard, 
tot. ■ ' 

8toi. Body o*Cflesar ! they are admirable 1 
The best I ever heard, as I am a soldier. 

Down. I am Tejted ; I can hold ne'er a bone of me 
■tiU !— 'Heart I I think they mean to buUd and bree^ 
faere« ' 

Well. Sister Kitely, I marvel yon get yon not a ser* 
Y«nt that can rhyme, and do tricks too. 

Oojtto. O, monster! Impudence itself.! Trjcks!-* 
Come, you might practise your rufiBan tricks some* 
wherd else, and not here. This is no tavern, nor 
ditnking school, jtq vent your exploits in. 

fVeU. How now I whose cow has calved 1 

Down. Marry, that has mine, sir. Nay, bpy, never 
look askance at me for ^he matter ; JL'U leU you o/ it ; 
ay, sir, you and your companions ; mend yenrselvefii 
nrhenl ha* done! 

Well. My companions ! i 

Down. Ifes, six, your companions* so I say ; I am 
not s/raid of you nor them neither, your hang^boyf 
here. You' must have yonf poets, and your ^Qtlings, 
yonr soldafios and foolados, to /pUow you" up and 
iAo^.lheqity>-^irrali, yon ballad singer; and, slops, 
you fellow there, get you out.; get von home; or^bflr 
Ihif ste^l, I'll cut off your ears, and thai presently. 

WeW. 'Slight, stay, and let*s see what he dare do. 
Cut off his ears! cut' » whetstone! You are fth dss« 
do ybu* see ; touch any man' hei^, and by this hand, I'll 
run my rapiet.tb tlib hilts In Vbu. ' '- 

poiifHl Yda, that WoUM I lain see, boy. 

^ ITkey ail draw, and Ui^ iff tHe Home make oni 
to part tkem. 

Bomr . Qh, :Jegu l Murto ! Tliomas ! .(iiispar 1 

Bridg. Help, help, Thomas: 

Po^«3irfahl You Holo/emes ! by my hand, I will 
pink your Josh. Dull o^ holes wAth my ruptiqr, for thiat 
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I will, by this good Heav'D. Nay, let him come, gen- 
tlemen, by the body of St. George, 1*11 not kill him. 

[They offer lojighi ayain, and aire parted, 

C<^$h, Hold, hold, good gentlemen. 

Doipfi.' You whorson, bragging coistril. 

Enter Kitely, r. 

KU$. ^hy, bow now, what's the matter? What's th(^ 
st^r here i 
Put up your weapons, and put off this rage. 
IVIy wife and sister, they're the cause of this. 
What, Thomas! where is the knave I 

Cask. Here, sir. 

Weii, ^me, let's go ; this is one of my brother** 
ancient humours, this. [Exeunt, l. 

Step. I am glad nobody was hurt by his ancient hu- 
mour* [Exit, I, 

Kite. Wbyt how now, brother, who enforced thi^ 
brawl? 

Down, A sort of lewd rake-hells^ that care neither 
for God nor the devil. And they must come here to 
read ballads, and roguery, and trash ! I'll mar the 
knot of 'em ere I ^leep, perhaps ; especially Bob therei 
ho that's all manner of shapes ; and songs and sonnets, . 
bis fellow. But I'll follow 'em. [Exit, h. 

Bridg^ Brother, indeed you are too violent, 
Too sudden in your humour* 
There was one a civil gentleman, 
And. very worthily demean'd himself. 

Kite, Oh, that was some love of yours, sister. 
ff Bridgi A love of mine ! I would it were no worse, 
)l)rother ! You'd pay my portion sooner than you think ' 
for. [Crosses y and exit, l. 

Dame, Indeed, he seemed to be a gentleman of ex- 
ceeding fair disposition, and of very excellent good 
parts. What a coil and stir is here I [ExU, l. 

* Kite, Her love, by Heaven I kny wife's minion I 
Death, these phrases are intolerable ! 
Weil, well, well, well, well, well I 
It is too plain, too cl^ar. Thomas, come hither* 
What, are they gone ? 

Ciuk, Ay, sir, they went in. 
My mistress, and your sister-^- 

JKite. Are any of the gallants witbin ? . 

Cash, !No, sir, they are all gone. ^ 

J(i^« Art thou ipre •of it ? 
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CoBh. I can assure yoo, sir. 

Kite. What {gentleman was it that they praised so, 
Thomas 7 

Cask. One, they call him Master KnoVell, a hand- 
some young gentleman, sir. "• 

Kite, Ay, I thought so. My mind gave me as much. 
Ill die« but they have hid him in the house, 
Somewhere ; I*il go and search. Go with me, Thomas. 
Be true to me, and thou shalt find me a master. 

[^xeufi^, L. 

[ SCENE n.^MoorJields. 
Snter YouNo KnoVell, Wellbred, and Braih- 

WORM, L. 

y. Kno. Well, Brainworm, perform this bnsiness hap- 
pily, and thou roaltest a purchase of my love for ever. 

Well. l*faith, now let thy spirits use their best facul- 
ties ; but, at my hand, remember the message to my 
brother : for there's no other means to start him out of 
bis house. 

Brain. I warrant you, sir, fear nothing. I haTe a 
nimble soul, has waited all forces of my phant*ys by 
this time, and put them in true motion. What you 
bave possessed me withal, 1*11 discharge it amply, sir. 
Make it no question. {Exit^ l. 

Well. Forth, and prosper, Brainworm. Faith, Ned, 
bow dost thou approve of my abilities in this device t 

Y. Kno, Troth, well, howsoever : but it will come 
excellent, if it take. 

Well^ Take, man ! Why, it cannot choose but take, 
if the circumstances miscarry not. But tell me, inge- 
nuously, dost thou affect my sister Bridget, as thoupre- 
tend'st ? • 

y. Kno. Friend, am I worth belief? 

Wdl. Come, do not protest. In faith, she is a maid 
of good ornament, and much modesty ; and, except I 
conceived very worthily of her, thou should'st not nave 
ber. 

y. JTiio. Nay, that I am afraid will be a question yet, 
whether I shall have ber or no. 

Wdl. 'Slid, thou shalt have ber; by this light thou 
shalt. 

y. Kno. I do believe thou wilt omit no offered occa- 
sion, to make my desires complete. 

Wai. Thou Shalt gee and Imow I will not. {Exemiif a. 
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Enter Kno*wbll and Formal, l. 

. Form. Was your man a soldier, sir ? 
.Kno. Ay, a knave. I took him begging o* the way, 
this morning as( I came over Moorfields. 



'»>4« 



Enter Brainworh, r. 



Oh, here he is ! You have made fair speed, believe me ! 
Where i* the name of sloth could you be thus — 

Brain. Marry, peace be my comfort, where I thought 
1 should have had little comfort of your worship*s service. 

Kno, How so? 

Brain. Oh, sir ! Your coming to the city, your enter- 
tainment .Of me, and your' send'ing me to watch—indeed, 
fill the circumstances either of your charge, or my em- 
ployment, are as open to your son as to yourself. .' «4 
, Kno. How should that be ! unless that villain, 

Brainworm, 
Have told him of the letter, and discover'd 
All that I strictly'ch^rged him to conceal ! 'Tis so ! 

Brain. I am partly o' that faith, His so indeed. 

Kno. But how should he know you to be my man ? 

Brain. Nay, sir, 1 cannot tell, unless it be by the 
black art. 

Kno. But where didst thou find them, Fitzsword ? 1 

Brain. You should rather ask^ where they found me, 
sir ; for 1*11 be sworn I was going along in the street 
thinking nothing, when (of a sudden) a voice calls- 
Mr. K.no'weirs*man ;^another cries— soldier : and thus, 
half a dozen o) them, till they had called me within a 
house, where I no sooner came, but out tfew all their 
rapiers at Iny bosom, with some three or fourscore oathsi 
to accompany them, and all to tell me, 1 was a dead 
man, if I did not confess where you were, and how I 
was Anployed, and about what ; which, when they 
could not get out of me (as I protest they must have 
dissected me, and made an anatomy of me first, and so I 
fold them), they locked me up in a room i* the top of a 
high house, whence, by great miracle, having a light 
heart, I slid down by a bottom of packthread into the 
street, and so escapeid. But, sir, thus much I can as- 
sure you ; for I heard it while I was locked up ; there 
were a great many rich merchants* and brave citizens' 
n^rives with them at a feast, ftnd your son, Mr. Edward, 
ivithdrew with one of them, and has appointed to meet 
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her anon, at one Cob*8 house, a water-bearer, that 
dwells by the wall. Now, there your worship shall be 
sure to tak^ him, for there he preys, and fail he will not. 

Kno, Nor will I fail, to break this match t doubt not* 
Go thou along with justice Clement*s man, 
And stay there for me. At one Cob's bouse, say'st 
thou? 

Brain, Ay, sir, there you shall have him. [Krtt 
K!no*well, r.] 'Slight, when he has staid there three or ' 
four hours, travailing with the expectation of wonders, 
and at length be delivered of air I Oh, the sport that I 
should then take to look on him, if I durst ! But now I 
mean to appear no more before him in this shape. I 
have anotner trick to act yet. Sbr, I make ydti stay ^ 
somewhat long. ' ' 

Form. Not a whit, sir. 
You have been lately in the wars, sir, it seems. ' ' 

Brai^. Marry have I, sir, to my loss, and expense of 
all, almost— 

Form. Troth* sir, I would be glad to bestow a bdttle - 
q'vou, if It folease you to accept it— 

Brain, Oh, sir-^. 

Form, But to hear the'manner of your services and 
your devices in the wars ; they say they be very strange, ^ 
and not like those a man reads in th9 Roman histories, -' 
or sees at Mile-End. 

Brain. Sir, at any time when it please you, I shall 
be ready to discourse with you all I kiiow ; and more' 
too, soihewhat. 

Form. No better time than now, sir. We'll go to 
the Windmill, there we shall have a cup of neat grist, ' 
as we call it. I pray you, sir,' let me request yoU to \h» 
Windmill. 

Brain. I'll follow you, sir, and make grist o' you, if 
I haye'good luck. ' [^Exeunty l. 

Enter Matthew, Young Kno'wbll, Bobabil, and 

Stephen, l. u. b. 

Mat. Sir, did your eyes ever taste the like clown of 
him, tifhere we were to-day, Mr. Wellbred's haU-bro* 
ther ? I think the whole earth cannot show his parallel, 
by this daiy-li^ht. 

Y. Kno. We are now speaking of him. Captain Bo- 
b^ll tells me, he is fallen foul o* you too. 
- Mat. Oh, ay, sir ;' he threatened me with the basti- 
' nado. w. . . ». 
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Bob. Ay, but I tbink I ^Uflfht y<ra prevention tbis 
moroing for tbat — You shall kill him, beyond quention, 
if you be so generously minded. 
Mat, Indeed, it is a most excellent trick ! 
Boh, 'Ob, you do not give spirit enough to your mo- 
tion; you are too tardy, too heavy! Oh, it mnst be 
done like lightning; hey I [He praetiieg at a post:^^ 
Tut, 'tis nothing an't be not done in a— punto I 

Y, Rno, Captain, did you ever prove yourself upon 
any of our masters of defence here f 

Bob, I will tell you, sir. They have assaulted me 
some three, four, five, six of them together, as I have 
walked alone in divers skirts of the town, where 1 have 
driven them before me the whole length of a street, in 
the open view of all our gallants, pitying to hurt them, 
believe me. Yet all this lenity will not overcome their 
spleen ; they will be doing witb the pismire, raising a 
hill a man may spurn abroad with his foot, at pleasui^e. 
By myself 1 could have slain them all, but I delight not 
in murder.. I am loth to bear any other than this bas- 
tinado for them : yet 1 hold it'good policy not to go dis- 
armed, for, though I be skilful, I may be oppressed 
with multitudes. 

Y. Kno, Ay, believe line, may you, sir ; and, in my 
conceit, our whole nation should sustain the loss by it, 
if it were so. 

Boh, Alas, no ! What's a peculiar man to a nation? 
Not seen. 

Y. Kno, Oh, but your skill, sir I 
J3o6. Indeed, that might be some los$ ; but who re- 
spects it ? 1 will tell you, sir, by the way of pri?ate^ 
and under seal, I am a gentleman, and live here obscure, 
and to myself: but were I known to his majesty, and 
the lords, observe me, I would undertake, upon this poor 
head and life, for the public benefit of the state, not 
only to spare the entire lives of his subjects in general, 
but to save the one half, nay, three parts^of his yearly 
charge in holding war, and against what enemy soever. 
And how would I do it, think you ? 

Y. Kno, Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive. 
Boh, Why, thus, sir. I would select nineteen more 
to myself; gentlemen they should be, of a good sp)Ht, 
strong, and able constitution ; I would cl^oose them by 
an instinct, a character that I have ; and 1 would teach 
these nineteeq the special rnl^s, as jour Panto, your 
Reveno, your Stocdkta, yonr Imbrocata, yourPassada, 
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' yoor Montonto ; till they could all play very near, or 
altogether, as well as myself. This done, say the 
enemy were forty thousand strong, we twenty would 
come into the field the tenth of March, or thereabouts ; 

- and we would challenge twenty of the enemy ; they 
could not, in their honour, refyse us I Well, we would 
kill them ; challenge twenty more, kill them ; twenty 
more, kill them ; twenty more, kill them too ; and thus 
would we kill every man his twenty a day, tha't*s 
twenty score ; twenty score, that's two hundred ; two 
hundred a-day, five days .a thousand : forty thousand ; 
forty times five, five times forty, two hundred days kills 
them all up by computation. And this I ' will venture, 
my poor gentlemanlike carcass to perform, provided* 
there be no treason practised upon us, by fair and dis- 
creet manhood, that is, civilly by the sword. 

y. Kno, Why, are you so sure of your hand, cap- 

- tain, at all times ? . 

Bob. Tut, never miss thrust, upon my reputation with 
you. 

Y. Kno, I would not stand in Dpwnright*s state 
then, an* you meet him, for the wealth of any one 
street in London. 

Bob. Why, sir, you mistake ! If he were here now, 
by this welkin I would not draw my weapim on hin^ I 
Ziet this gentleman do his mind : but I will bastinado 
him, by the bright sun, wherever I meet him. 

Mat. Faith, and 1*11 have a fliiig at him,' at my 
distance. 

Enter Downright, l. u. e., italking over the Stage ' 

y. Kno. God^s so ! Lookye where he is ; yonder he 
goes. 

DoTvn. What peevish luck have 1, 1 cannot meet wit!^ 
, these bragging rascals I [Exit^ R. vi s. 

Bob. It's not he, is it? 

Y. Kno. Yes, faith, it is he ! 

McU. 1*11 be hang*d, then, if that were he. 

Y. Kno. 1 assure you that was he. 

Step. Upon my reputation, it was he. 

Boh. Had I thought it had been he, he must not have 
gone so : but I can hardly be induced to believe it was 
he yet. 
b Y. Kno. That I think, sir. But, see, he is come again ! 

Enter Downright, r. , 
Down. Oh, PhaToah*8 foot ! have I found you? 
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Come, dnw ; to your tools. Draw, gipsy, or I'll 
thresh you. 
Bob. Gentleman of ralour, I do believe in thee, hear 

Down. Draw your weapon, then. 

Bob. Tall man, I never thought on*t till now ; body 
of me I I had a warrant of the peace served on me even 
DOW, as I came along, by a water-bearer ; this gentle- 
man saw it, Mr. Matthew.- 

v.^ [He beaU him, and digarms him. Matthbw 

rung away, t. < 

Down, *Sdeatb, yon will not draw, then ? 

Bob. Hold, hold, under thy faTonr, forbear. 

Down, Prate again, as you like this, you whorson 
foist, you. >You*ll control the point, you ! Your con- 
sort is gone ; had he staid, he had shared with yoa, 
sir. [EodU Downright, l. 

y. Kno. Twenty, and kill 'em ; twenty more, kill 
them too. Ha ! ha ! 

Bob. Well, gentlemen, bear witness, I was bound to 
the peace, by this good day. 

Y. Kno. No, faith, it's an ill day, captain ; never 
reckon it other : but say you were bound to the peace, 
.the law allows you to defend yourself ; that will prove 
but a poor excuse. 

Bob. I cannot tell, sir. I' desire good construction, 
,in fair sort. I never sustained the like disgrace, by 
Heaven. Sure I was struck with a planet thenc e 

Step. No, you were struck with a stick. 

B<i. For I had no power to touch my weapon. 

y. Kno. Ay, like enough ; I have heard of many that 
•have been beaten under a planet. Go, get you to a 
surgeon. 'Slid, and. these be your tricks, your passados, 
and your montontos, I'll none of them. 

Bob. Planet-struck, certainly ! [Exit, l. 

y; Kno. Oh, manners ! That this age should bring 
forth such creatures ! That nature should be at leisure 
to make *em ! Gome, coz. 

Step. Mess, III have this cloak. 

y. Kno. God's will, 'tis Downright's. 

Step. Nay, it's mine now ; another might have ta'en 
it up as well as I. • I'll swear it, so I will. 

y. Kno, How, an' he see it 2 He*ll challenge it, 
assure yourself. 

Step. Ay, but he shall not ha't ; I'll say, I bought it. 

y. KfLO* Take heed you buy it not; too dear, coz. 

9 [Exeunt i.. 
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BC8KB in.-^if CftoinAer l» X^fM Bmm. 
Enier Kitslt amd Cash, l. 

Ki^tf. Art thoa sore, TliomM, we have piied M> 
all and eteiy pari tltfm^^tarat tile hoafte^ U tkare 
'^no by-place, or dark coiuer, Inui escaped oar 
Beareheft? 

Cttik. fadeed, sir, none ; there's not a Hole ^ nook 
unseardied by us, from the upper loifl unto the ertlifir. 

KUb, ^ey hav» eimfeyed hfni then away, or hid 
him in some priTsey of thetr own-^— Whilst we were 
searching of the dark closet, by my sist«r*s ^att^r, 
didst then n6t thtak that thou hi;ard*st a rostltog on 
the other side, and a soft tread of feet 1 

Coih. Upon my troth, I did not, sir ; or If ybn did. 
It might be only tile vermin in the wainscot ; the hmoffd 
ts old, and oTor-mn with them. 

Kite. It Is, indeed, 'fhomas-^we should bane thesa 
rats— Dost thou understand me ?— we will — they shiAl 
not harbour here; HI cleanse my house from them. If 
fire or poison can effect it~I will not be tohnenM tMa 
^they gnsiw my brain, and barrow In my heart«-I can- 
' not bear it. 

C^iclb. I do not understand you, sir! Pray, be eoni- 
posed ; these starts of passion have some cause, I fear, 
that touches you more neai)y. 

Kite. Sorely, sorely, Thomas— It dekves too closdto 
me^Oh, me— [Si^Af.]— Lend ue thy arm— so, g<>od 
Cash. 

Coih. You tremble and look pale 1 Let me ckll assist- 
ance. 

Kite, Not for ten thorusand worlds^ Alas! alas'f 
*Tis not in medicine to gite me ease: — ^here, kel^ It 
lies. 

Cash. What, sir? 

Kite. Why— —nothing, nothing— I am "not sick, yet 
more than dead ; I have a burning fever in my mind, arid 
long for that, which, having, would destroy me. 

Cash. Believe me, 'tis your fancy's imposition. Shut 
up your generous mind from such intruders — I'll hazard 
all my growing faTour with you ; I'll stake my present, 
my future welfare, that some base whispering knaTe'*- 
liay, pardon me, sir— hath in the best and richest soil 
sown seeds of rank and evil nature I • Oh, my mastel*, 
should they Uke root-— [Laughing ipjCUm, i,. 

^ KiU. liaiin> harkl Doat thou not hear! What 
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tliliik'4ft tikNi DOW? Are iftey sot Hagfainr tit met 
They are, they are. Thev have deceived the wittol, 
ftiid thus they tri amph in their infamy .—This aggravation 
is not to be borne. lLaM§hing ajrat».]*Uark, agahi I— 
(3a»h, do thou unseen steal in upon them, and listen to 
tiieirwanton confer^noe. 

Coih, I shall obey you, though against ray will. 

[ExUyL. 

Kite, Against his will ! Ha ! It must be so — He*s 
y_QQng»^8lui>]Bay be .bribed for thera«-they*ve various 
means to draw the unwary In; if it be so, I*ra lost,' 
deceived, betrayed, and ray bosora, my fuU«fraught 
bosom, is unloeked and opened to mockery and laugfa> 
ter I Heaven forbid ! he cannot h% that viper ; wng 
the hand that, raised and cherished Mm! Was this' 
stroke added^ I tbouldbe cnpsed««BtttU«unot be— >ii0y 
ii camiol be* 

BKlet Cask, Ii. 

Caajk, Toa are rausiug, sk- 

Kitt, I ask your pardon, Casb— ask me not why— 1- 
have wronged jovl, and a^ sorry— *ti8 goi^e. 

Cof^. If yoq suspecf my faith— • 

K<^. I dq not— say no more— and for ray sake lel< 
It die an4 be forgotten — -Have you seen yoi^ mistreskp, 
ai)fl heard--whence was that noise? 

Ctuh, Your brother, Ma3ter Wellbred, is with th«tn, 
and I found them throwing out their mirth on a very 
truly rldipulouft sublect : it i^ one Formal, fts be styles 
himself, and he appertains, so he phrases il, to 4^ustlce 
Clement, and would speak with you. 

KUe. Wiph me? Art thou «ure H ia the Jutftice*; 
derk? Whereishe? 

JS»^ pltAi^woBM, «f Formal, l. 

Who are yc», friend ? 

Brain. An appendix to lustice CUemeitt, vulgarly 
called his clerk. 

Kite, Wfiat Are yoar wants with me ? 

Brain, None. 

Kite, Ooyoanoit want to speak with me? 

Brain. No, but my master does. 

Kite. What are the Justice's commands ? 

Brain, He doth not eommand, but entreats Master 
KHely to be with him directty, having matters of some 
ttioffiwt to emmmmicate nnto him* 

Kiie. Whttcaaitbel Say, rUfa|D with him initantly^ 

b9 ' 
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and if your legs, friend, go not faster than your toiigviej 
I shall be there before you. 

Brain* I will. Vale. ExH, r. 

Kite, *Tis a precious fool, indeed !-r-I must go forth., 
— ^But, first, come hither, Thomas — I have admitted 
thee into the .close recesses of my heart, and showed. 
thee all my frailties, passions, every thing.— Be .careful 
of thy promise, keep good watch.' 
Wilt thou be true, my Thomas ? 

Cash, As truth's self, sir 

But, be assured, you're heaping care and trouble 
Upon a sandy base ; ill-placed suspicion 
Recoils upon yourself-^She's chaste as comely ! 
Believe 't she is-r-Let her not note your humour ; ' 
disperse the gloom upon your brow, and be 
4s clear as her unsullied .honour. 

KUe. I will then, Cash— thou comfort!st 9ie — 1*IK 
drive these 
Fiend-like fancies from me, and be myself again.. 
Think 'st thou she has perceived my folly ? 'Twere 

Happy if she had not— She has not ', 

They who know no evil, will suspect none. 

Cash. True, sir I Nor has your mind a blemish now. 
This change has gladden'd me — Here's my mistress, 
And the rest ; settle your reason to accost them. 

KUe. I will, Cash, I will ' [Exit Cash, b. 

.iuMter Wellbred, Dahb Ritelt, and Bribobt. 

Well. What are you plotting, brother Kitely, I * ^ 
That thus of late you muse alone, and bear 
Such weighty care upon your pensive brow ? 
ilr ••"*' t ["Laughs. 

KUe. My care is all for you, good sneering brother ; 
And well I wish you'd take some wholesome counsel, 
And curb your headstrong humours ; trust me, bro- 
ther. 
You were to blame to raise commotions here, 
And hurt the peace and order of my house. 
• WeU. No liarm done, brother, I warrant you. 
Since there is no harm done, anger costs . 
A man nothing, and a brave man is never 
His own man till he be angry — ^To keep • > 
His valour in obscurity, is to keep himself. 
As it were, in a cloakbag. What's a brave 
Musician unless he play 't ~ ~ . 
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What*s a brave mart, jmles^ he fight ? - 

Dame: Ay, but what harm might have come of it, oro- 
ther! 

^eW. What, schooled oa both sides? Pr'ythee, 
Bridget, save me from the rod and lecture. 

[Bridget and WsLLisRSD retire, c. 

Kite, With what a decent modesty she rates him I 

My heart's at ^ase, and she shall see it is 

How art thou, wife 2 Thou look*st both gay and 

comely, 
^n troth thou dost — I'm sent for out, my dear. 
But I shall soon return — Indeed, my life, 
Business, that forces me abroad, grows irksome. 
I cou*d content me with less gain and Vantage, 
To have the more at home, indeed I cou'd. 

Dame. Your doubts, as well as love, may breed these 
thoughts. 

£i<e. That jar untunes me. {^Aside. 

What dost thou say 7 Doubt thee ? 
I should as soon suspect myself-^No, no. 
My confidence is rooted in thy merit. 
So fix*d and settled, that, wert thou inclined 
To masks, to sports, and balls, where lusty youth 
lieads up the wanton dance, and the raised pulse 
Beats quicker measures, yet I could with joy, 
With heart's ease and security — not but 
I had rather thou shouldst prefer thy home. 
And me, to toys and such like vanities. 

Dam^^ But sure, my dear, 
A wife may moderately use these pleasures, 
MThich numbers and the time give sanction to. 
Without the smallest blemish on her name. 

KUe, And so she may — ^And i'Ugo with thee> child, 
I will indeed—I'll lead thee there myself. 

And be the foremost reveller.' 1*11 silence 

The sneers of envy, stop the tongue of slander ; 
Nor will I more be pointed at, as one 
Disturb'd with jealousy— «• 
'. Domtf. Why, were you ever so? 

Ki/e.. What I-^Ha I neverr-ba ! ha ! ha r ' * 
She stabs me home. [Aside.J Jealous of thee ! 
No, do.not belie[ve it— Speak low, mylove. 
Thy brother will overhear us. :> No, no, my dear. 
It cou'd not be, it cou'd not be^or— for — 
What is the time now ?— r sliall be too late — 
No, no, thou may 'St b? satisfied 

i: '3 
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Tilfre^s not the snallMt sptii: ««iuiiaiBgw. 
KeDniningl 'What de I say t Vhwe oMrer iMtf, 
Nor e^^ nor neyer shall be-^o be satisfied— 
f s CkAi within there 1 Give me a kiss, 
My dear ; there, lihere, now we am reeoBeiled-r* 
lTli,be back imniediately— ^Goodbye, goodbye— 
Ila I ha i iealonsl € shall barst ray sides with fla«giUi^. 
H^- 1 ha I Cob, -where 9,re yon, iCob ? Ha I ^ba:! ![£git^ m, 
[WBi.f.MM» aiui BaiBoar eoflM^ofwonl, ». 

WM» Whi^t have you done, to make yoor hvsband 
IMut so merry from yon? He has4>f Isle been^Uttle givvn 
U> laughter. . ^ 

Dame, fie laughed, Indeed, but setmiiigly 4Htho«t 
mirth. His behaviour is .new and strange. Mb- is mueli 
agitated, andhas^omewhimsy in Ida he£dl,4hat<puasle8 
mine to readmit. 

H^. *Tis Jealousy, good sister, and ^wdtso largely 
^ict tim btiuff may rad it $ -1mv6^ you not wucMA u 
yet? 

Bame. If I Imve, 'tis not «lwi^ pcudeaft «hM 'my 
tongue should betray my eyesvso&r my wisdom tends^ 
pood brother, and litllemore'I boa8t.-*JB«t.«faaABMji^ 
him ever ealting 'for Cobr«o^ l'Wonder>how heoaneaii^ 
ploy him. 

WeU, Indeed, -sister, to ask bow he -employs €«b, i« 
a necessary question for you, that are m» wifo, aad~4 
Ihing not very eaay'^Mr -you to be satisfied io^but-tfais 
1*11 assure you, Gob**s wife is an eseelleiit |iriBcaMSs« 
sister, and oftentimes your hmdiandi haunts. her >house ; 
marry, to v^rat end, I- eannot altogether ^apcnse «ni^ 
Imagine what you think 'Oonivnient. But Ihmm Imown 
04rvhides. havio foul 'hearts • eve now, sister. / 

' 'Dame. -Kever-aaid you -truer tihan^tiiat, bfether;.8o 
much I can tell you, for your laandng. tO, ;ho \ is tiila 
the fruit of ^s jealousy^f 1 thought rsomo game was. In 
the wind^ - beaeted with • so muoh tendenless but now.;' 
but 1*11 be quit with him^^Thomaa.1 Fetehyourhat^ 
and go with me ; 1*11 ^et my-^lMtod,..and 'Out the ibaelt« 
ward way. I would to fortune lf.ooald lake/hiiktfaere. 
Td return hiuthisown, I warrant, him 1 ti'ddH him. for 
his Jealousy ! VExity^ a.4'Cash/ojIow»; 

Wdl. Ha ! hal (So e'en le» them go ; thii .may make 
^port aooiH-Wbait'! 'Brainwomf 

glMrr 9&uicvo9ir. 
Brain. I saw the meroi|an%4ttni tiiciMffBir'tiMl*«mM 
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bHQk to tell you, ftH gov w^ ; wind ud tUte, my 

ir«tf« Bal Imr gnt'H tbom tliU ai^panA of tlie jiiir 
tiee's man? 

Brain. Many, sir, my proper ine penman would 
BMds ^ealow the grist o'me at tiie WindmOl, to liipar 

rsiejnarliaft c^oourse, mkere I so marshiilleci HlfB, that 
made him dnxok with adipairation ; ami becfuise t<ii^ 
Biaeh heat was thoeanse.of his disten^>er, I stripped him 
ilark Jiakedf ft» ho lay along asleep, and borjrpwed iiis 
mit to deliTer this counterfeit message tar leaving $, 
rusty armouTi and an old brown bill, to wat^h hkn till 
aiy cfltwn i wldeh shall he when I haye pawned Ms up- 
|«rel, and SMOUt the better part of the money, perhaps. 

WeU, W3^ ihfiVL Alt ,«4Q€ee8Sfttl, menty kitayQ, 
Brainwoi^m ; hts absence wiU be subject for m^re mirtlr. 
I pray thee, return to thy young master, and ^U him 
lo meet me.and my sister Bridgetat the Tower instantly ; 
iat here, tell htm, the house is so stored with jealonsy, 
there is no n>om for love to stand upright in. We must 
f et our fortunes eommitt9d to some large prison, say ; 
mul^tbaatheVowiif, I know no better air, i^or wh^re 
^ Uhwty.«f iiha hPnaemaydoMmoienresent 9<irylce. 
Away I [ExjU BsAii^woaM, r. 

Bri^. W)iat,i«,lliis,Uieeui^ne.thatyoutoldn^Qif| 
What fsi^nsr meaniiig bajr^ y«u in the plot? 

WeU. 9E)Mt yon may kiipw, fair sisterrin-Uw* ho9 
iMppy.Mhiiig It is tP be iiiir and iieautifnl. 

widff^ That touches not me, brother f 
'' Weli. igPhatVime^ thftt^/i even the fault of it. Well, 
ihere*# A4e«r»«n4 we^ r^ffp^ted ^friend of mine, sjlster, 
stands K^ry 4rtrpngly,aM iviwthily a9e^ed,toward« yOB» 
and hath iawed.i» inHame if hole bonfires of 4«al at Idi 
Beart, in honour olironr.BArfectiops. I hare ^IrjMy 
engaged my ftxomise |p brtfig yon.whqre you shrill hMr 
him cofifirm much ntore* 9id KnP'Well is,Mie.q)a9« 
llilfr* XhMf'sAo pmpt«on :agaliiit the p»rty; ypu 
are ripe for a husband; and a minute's \o9S.to,S¥ic^ail 
posailvn, jis,» great 'tr«9pass in a.wise htsauty. What 
isor you, lister 2,^ my isipnl» he loves you; yiU y«ii 
give him the meeting? 

iBtid9f 'Faith, I:))iad.Tjeryli^eiBonfi^toQe}n my ,wn 
CO^SlAAey, brother, if I durst not meet a n^i^; t|»ti.^Ui| 
motion of yours savours of an old knight-adrentnrer s 
servant, a little too pi^ch^jne^hhiM* 

^«(l. What's that»^sister^l 
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Bridg, Marry, of the go-betweiBii. ' 
WeU, No matter if it did ; 1 would be such a one for 
my friend. But see, wbo is returnei^ to finder us. • ^ 

Enter Kitcly, r. 

Kite, WhatYillany is tliis! Called out on a false 
message ! This was some plot. I was not sent for.. 
Bridget, where*s your sister? • , 

n Bridff»^ I think she be gone forth, sir. ' 

KUe. How! is my wife gone forth? Whither, for 
heayen's salce ? 
' Bridg, She*s gone abroad with Thomas. 

Kite. Abroad with Thomas ! Oh, that viUaia cheats 
me I 
He hath discovered all unto my wife ; 
Beast that Fwas to trust him. Whither, I pray 
You, went she? 

Bridg. I know not, sir. 

Well. r\\ tell you, brother, whither I suspect she's 
gone. 5 

Kite. Whither, good brother ? 

WeU. To Gob'S house, 1 beliere ; but keep my counsel. 

Kite. I will, I will. To CoVs iiouse S D^es 8b» 
• • haunt there ? 

Bhe*s gone on purpose now to cuckold me, "" 
With that lewd rascal, who, to win her favour. 
Hath told her all— Why wou*d you let her go ? • 
' Well. Beoause she's not my wife; if she were, Fd 
keep her to her tether. « 1 

Kite, So, so ; now *tis plain. I shall go mad 
With my misfortunes ; now they pour in torrents : 
I'm bruted by my wife, betray'd by my servant, ; 
Mock'd at by my relations, pointed at by my neighbourly 
Despised by myself. — ^There is nothing left now 
But to revenge myself first, next hang myself; 
And then — all my cares will be over. [Exit^ K# 

Bridg. He storms most loudly ; sure you have goner 
too far in this. ^ . . 

FFtf/;.- 'Twill all end right, depend upon*t.— But let 
us lose nottime ; the coast is clear; away, away ; the 
alFair is worth it, and cries haste. 

Bridg. i trust me to yoqr guidance, -brother, and so 
fortune for us. - , [ExemU, w 

BND OF ACT lY. 



ACT v.] EVBRT MAN IN HIS HUMOUR. 57 



ACT V. 

SCENE h-^tockt Market, 

Enter Matthbw and Bobadil, l. 

Mat, I wonder, captain, what they will say of my 
going away? 1ml! * 

Bob, Why, what should they say, but as of a discreet 
gentleman; quick, wary, respectful of nature's fair 
lineaments, and that's all ? 

Mat. Why, sol but what can they say of your 
beating? 

. Bob, A rude part, a touch with soft wood, a kind of 
gross battery used, lain on strongly, bOme most pa- 
tiently, and that's all.. But wherefore do I wake their 
remembrance? I was fascinated, by Jupiter, fascinated I 
but I will be unwitched, and rerenged by law. 

MtU, Do you hear? Is't not best to get a warrant,' 
mnd . have Mm arrested, and brought before Justice 
Clement? j 

Bob, It were not amiss ; 'would we had it ! . 

Mat. Why, here comes his man, let's speak to him. * 

Bob, Agreed, Do you speak. 

Enter Brainworh, ag Formal, r. 

Mat, 'Save you, sir. 

Brain, With all my heart, sir. 

Mat, Sir, there is one Downright hath abused this 
g^entleman and myself, and we determine to make our- 
fiiolyes amends bylaw; now, if you would do us the 
favour to procure a warrant, to bring htm before your 
master, you shall be well^ considered of, I assure you, 
sir. 

Brain, Sir, you know my service is my living ; such 
favours as these, gotten of my master, is his only pre- 
ferment, and therefore you must consider me, as I may 
make benefit of my place. . 
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Mai, How U that, sir? 

BnUn, Faitb, sir, the thing U extraordinary, and tiie 
gontleman ma^ bo of great aaioont. Yet, be what ho 
will, if yoa will lay me down a brace of angeli in my 
hand, yoa shall ha?e it ; otherwise not. 

Mat* How shall we do, captain 1 He aslcs % brace of 
angels — ^yon have n6 money f 

Bob, Not a cross, by fortune. 

Mat. Nor I, as I am a gentleman, but twopence left 
of my two shillings in the morning, for wline and radish. 
Let's find him some pawn. 

Bob. Pawn I We have none to the y^Ine of his do* 
mand. 

Mat, O, yes, I can pawn my ring here. 

Bob. And, harkye, he shall haye my tn^sty Toledo, 
IPQ ; I believe I shall have no service tor U to-day. 
. Mat, Do yon hear, sir ? We have no store of nnmy 
at this time, but you shall have good pftwns ; ^ook ymtf, 
■ir* I will pledge this ring, and that g^entiemaji his To-^ 
Udo, because we would have it despatehedj 
' Bvaith I am content, sir ; I will get yon ^ war* 
rant presently, What's his name, ^ay yo«? Down- 
rijrht? 

WftPf Ar^^Xf Oeorge Downright 

Brain. Well, ^ntlismen, 1*H procMpre Ton llie vnu> 
cant prefoi^tly ; b|it who will you )iave to serve It t X 
. Mfd* That*9 tme, capita, thi^t must lie considered. 

Bob. Body o* me, i know vot! *Tii a service of 
danger! 

Braim, Why, you had bes^ get one of tiie vfrletB o* 
the city, a sergeant; 1*11 appoint yoi| one, if yoa 
please. 

Jlfof . Will you, sir f Why, we can wU^ m bettor. 

Bob. We'll leave it to you, sir. 

{Bx^nt BouAiiiL and Mattokw, &. 

Brain. This is rare I Now will I go pawn this ek>ak 
of the justice's man's, at thjB broker's, for a var^'t 
suit, and be the varlet ipyself, and so get money 9b alt* 
sides. ' ' •' (SxU^^ 

CIC8NB II.— Tfte flerecC, b^fltre Ooh't ASsims*; 

Mntor Kiro'wB&&, u 

Kno, 0,1iereHjs; I have found koow-^lloay wh« 
Is wltfafai beret fTiB appwi at Me Window in Ptai, 
Tib» I am within, sir; what is your ploasBrrf 
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Mnih^ To kaow who Is within besides yourself. 

Tib. Why^ sir, you are no constable^ l hopel 

Hilt*. O, fear you the constable ? then 1 doabt /not 
yon have «onie guests within deserve that fear-^Ill 
49Uih htfli straight. 

j%b. For Heayen^s sake, sir—- 

Kno» Go to ! Come, tell me, is not young Koo*well 
here t 

Tib, Young Kno'weU I I know none such, siri o* 
my honesty. 

Knp. Your honesty, dame ! It flies too Ughtly Irom 
<^f€m* There is no way but fetch the constable* 

Tib. The oonstab^le 1 The man is mad, I tl)ink« ] 

ttaertiAnn and DAitk\&iTtfiir, n. 

€M« iEaal who lieeps house here? * 

Kno, Oh, this is the female oo^esroate of my son, 
Now"«li«ll 1 mtet him stnti^t^ {ABide. 

Dmme. Kwrak, Thomas, hard. 

Cash. Hoa I g>ood wife, 

Tib. Why, What's the matter with you ? 

Dame. wkf,wim9Xu frietes it you to c^ the 4ooFt 
Belike, you §ret something to keep it shut, 

3Y6. What mean these questions, pray you ? 

Dame. So strange yoa make it I Is not my husbaad 
heret 

^IS^ko. Her husband ! ' [AMe. 

Dam», iKy iried and faithful husbaod, -liiiiBtejr 
Kitely. 

Tib. I hope he needs not4o be tried here* 

Dame. Gome hitfier, Gask^I see my/tuttle epmiiir to 
bis haunts : let us retire. [ Theg retive^^. 

Km. This must be«ome deyiee4o moeko? withal. 
Soft— who is this 7--^h! *tis my eon disguised* . r, 
I'll W^teh liim, and surprise him. 

JSnter Kjtelt, muffled iH a Cloak, l, 

- WHe. *Tis truth, I see ; there she skulks. 
•*lHt t will fBteh her troia berliold-^I will*- 
'I tremble so, I soarcfe have powtfr to do the justlee 
*^Ber iafhiiy demands. 

lAs Kitely goes forward, Damb KiTEi.f>4SMi 

Kim. Haye I trapped y<m» youth? Yoti Ciomot ^Scape 
me now. 



60 - B7ERT MAN IN RI8 HUMO0R. [ACT ▼• 

Dame, O, sir! have I forestftlVd your honest market? 
Found your close walks ! yot stand amazed 
Now, do you ? Ah, hide, hide your face, for shame ! 
1* faith, I am glad I've found you out at last. 
"What is your jewel, trow? In: come, let*8 see her; 

fetch 
Forth the wanton dame — ^1f she be fairer. 
In any honest judgment, than myself, 
I'll be content with it : but she is change ; 
O, you treacher ! . 

Kno. What mean you, woman? Let go your hpld.^ 
I see the counterfeit— I am his father, and claim him as 
my own. 

Kite. IDUcovering himself,'} I ^^ yo^' cuckold, and 
claim my vengeance. 

Dame. What, do you wrong me, and insult me too ? 
Thou faithless man ! 

Kile. Out on thy more than strumpet's impudence ! 
Steal'st thou thus to thy haunts ? and have I taken 
Thy bawd and thee, and thy companion. 
This hoary-headed lecher, this old goat. 
Close at your yillany, and would'st thou 'sciise it 
With this stale harlot's jest, accusing me? 
O, old incontinent, dost thoa not shame. 
To have a mind so hot ; and to entice. 
And feed the enticement of a lustful woman ? 

Dame. Out ! I defy thee, thou' dissembling wretch ! 

Kite. Defy me, strumpet ! Ask thy pander here^ 
Can he deny it, or that wicked elder 7 

Kno, Why, hear you, sir-^— 

Cash, Master, 'tis in vain to reason, while these pas- 
sions blind you. I'm grieyed to see you thus. 

Kite, Tut, tut, neVer speak, I see through every 
Veil you cast upon your treachery ; but I have~ 
Done with you, and root you from my heart for ever. 
For you, sir, thus I demand my honour's due ; 
Resolved to cool your heat, or end my shame. 

[Druw9, 

Kno, What lunacy is this? Put up your sword, and 
undeceive yourself. No arm, that e'er poised weapon 
can affright me. Bat I pity folly, nor cope with mad- 
ness. 

Kite. I will have proofs — ^I will — so you, good wife 
bawd. Cob's wife ; and you, that make your husband 
such a monster: and you, young pander, ah old 
cuckold-maker, I'll ha' you every one before the justice. 
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Nay, you shall answer it ; I charge you go. Come 
forth, thou hawd. 

[Goes into the house, and brings out Tib. 

Kno, Marry, with all my heart, sir, I go willingly. 

Kite. Gome, will you go ? 

Dame, Go, to thy shame, believe it. 

Kite, Though shame and sorrow both my heart betide, 
Come on — I must and willbe satisfied. [^Exeunty l. 

"^ SCENE Ill.Stoeks Market. 

Enter Brainworm. 

Brain, Well, of all my disguises yet, now am I most 
like myself; being in this sergeant's gown. A man of 
my present profession never counterfeits, till he lays 
hold upon a debtor, and says he 'rests him ; for then 
he brings him to all manner of unrest. A kind of little 
kings we are, bearing the diminutive of a ..mace, made 
like a young artichoke, that always carries pepper and 
salt in itself. Well, I know not what danger I undergo 
by this exploit ; 'pray Heaven I come well off! 

EnUr Master Matthew and Bobad(I.J l. 

Mat. See, I think, yonder is the varlet, by his gown. 
'Save you, friend : are you not here by appointment of 
Justice Clement's man ? - ' 

Brain. Yes, . an' please you, sir, he told me two 
gentlemen had willed him to procure a. warrant from 
his master, which I have about me, to be served on one 
Downright. 

Mat» It is honestly done of you both ! and see, where 
the party comes, you must arrest. Serve it upon him 
quickly, before he be aware 

y Enter Stephen, in Downrigbt's Cloaks r. .'^ 

't 

Bob. Bear back. Master Matthew. 
" Brain. Master Downright, I arrest yon i* the queen's 
name, and must carry you before a justice, by virtue of 
this warrant. - 

Step. Me, friend! I am no Downright, 
Master Stephen ; yoti do not well to arrest 
in nobody's bonds or .books. A plague on y<fB, heartily, 
for making me thus afraid before my time. 

Brain. Why, no, you are deceived, gentlemen. 

Bob. He wears sudi a cloak, and that deceived us : 
But, see, here he comes indeed I this is he, officer. 
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J>o«M. Wbf, how tiow. Si ynorOull 1 Are you turned 
fileher«f late t Come, dellyer luy clpak, 

Step. Your elouk, sir I I bought it even iH»w i^ open 
BUirket* 

ikulm. UmVk Dpurnrjijfht, I ,hftve a warrant 1 Juust 
; serve upon you, procured by these two geotlemeu*' 

Down, These gentlemen I These rascatsT ' 

Brain. Keep the peace, I charge you, 
. Down. I obey thee. What must I do, officer ? 

Brazil. Go beiStre Master. Justice Clement, to answer 
.what they can olu^ against' jou, ^ir. . I will use you 
kindly, sir. 

Mqi. €0ine, let*s before, and ma&e the justice, eaii- 
■tai n ' . ' M . . .■■■■ [gir»,x. 

Bob. The Tarlet*s u tall man, before Heaven t 

Dmh. Onll, youll gi' me my cloaV ! 

SUp. 8ir« I bought ft, und 111 keep it. 

Dofvfi. You win ? 

iStcp. Ay, that I will. ' 

Down^ OfBoer,4here%lfay'iea,— t«n«st hiiir. i 

Jiraim, Haater 43tehen* I Juust Arrest you« 

^SMp. Arrest jne, X a(u>rn it ; there, take your ttajHy 
cloak, I'll none on't. 

JQoiVffc Nay, that, shall not ^erye your tu^, now^ df. 
Qftoer, ru go with thee io t^ Jusl\ce*s. Brii^ iiim 
along. 

Siep. Why, is not here your cloak? What woiddyini 
•^«ve? 

JDeiiiK. 1*11 ha* you answer it. 

Brain* Sir, 1*11 takej^Qur.woi:d, and this, gentSemuiit 
too, for. his. appearance. 

Donm, Vh ha* no words'ttfkeB. -Brhtg hi» along. 

Brain. So, so, Lbaw-inade a iiiir wash. onftl - 

lilip. Must! go? 

{Brain. I know no .remedy;, Ma&tet Sjtephen. 

Down. Gome along before me here. I .do ifot lajre- 
^our banging ilook'bebind. 

Stfp.- Why, sir, 1 hope ^ou cannot .hang ;me for it. 
<3an be» fellow 7 

Brain. I. think noty ^hr« It is but a s^iiiiplng; matter, 
sure! 
iSUiL Why, thtn 1^ hi» do 14k 'worsts I. am resolute. 
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Tib, Cask, Cob, and Servmdtr Im 

fMem* . Nay, but stay, stay, jite me leare. My etiair, 
airrati. You, master Kno' wen, say, you went tbttiier to 
m*eet your son? 

Kno. Ay, sir. 

Clem, Bat who directed you thither I 

Kno, That did mine own man, sir. . 

' Clem. Where is hel 

Kno. Nay, I know not, now; I left him with your 
derk ; and appointed hiof to star for me. 
', Clem, My clerk ! about what time was this t 

Kno, Blarry,^ between one and two, as I take ft. 

Clem, And what time came my man with the falst 
messag^e to you, master Kitdy t , 

Kite, After two, sir. 

Clem. Very good : but, Mri. Kilelyf bow'cbaooe It^ 
that you were at Cob's ? Ha ? 
. Dame. An' nlease you, sir, 1*1! tell you. My brother 
Wellbred tola me, that Cob's house was a suspected 
I^ace*— 

Clem, Bo it appears, mefhlnks : but on. 
' Pame, And that my husband used thither daily. 
. Clem. No matter, so he used himself weH« mistress. 

Jbame, True, sir ; but you know what $nfw% bf suc^ 
liauntB, oflentiroes. 

. Clem, I see rank fruits df a jealous l»raiii, mistress 
Kltely. Bat did you find your husband there, In .that 
esse, asyou Sttspeetedt 

Kite, I found Iter ttiere, Sir. 

Clem. Did you so? that alters the case. Who gare 
you ^uMwledge of your wife's being there t 

Kke. Marry, that did my brother Wellbred. 

Clem. Bow.! Wellbred first teti her, then tell yom 
»fWrt Where la Wellbred? 

Kue. Gone with my sister. Sir, 1 know not i^itber. 

Clem. Why, this is « mere trick, a deriee^ you ^1% 
gulled in this most grossly, sAll Alas, |>oor wench ! 
wert thou suspected for this ? 

TUf, Yes, an*t pleasis yoa« 
. CUm, 1 smell mischief here, plot and contrlTSBoe, 
master Jutely, fio^erer, tf yoik will step IntH tha 
Hsit rooni, Urftli your wHfe, wndthinlk coolly tirmfl(tt«rs, 

9 ft 
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you*ll find some trick has been played your-I fear here 
haye been jealousies on both parts, and the wags have 
been merry with you. 

KUe, I begin to feel it— I'll take your coimsel.— Will 
you go in, dame t 

Dame^ 1 will have justice, Mr. Kitely. 

lExeunt Kitely, Bamb, and Tib, r. d. 

Clem, You will be a woman, Mrs. Kitely, that I see. 
— How now, what's the matter ? 

Enter William, l. 

Will, Sir, there's a gentleman i' the court without, 
desires to speak with your worship. 

Clem, A gentleman ! What's he ? ^ 

fVill, A soldier, sir, he says. ^ 

Clem, A soldier ! My sword, quickly. A soldier 
speak with me ! Stand by, I will end your matters anon 
—Let the soldier enter. Now, sir, what ha' you to say 
to me ? {ExU William, l. 

JSiUtfr BoBADiL and' Matthew, L. 

. Bob, By your worship's favour— 

Clem, Nay, keep out, sir, I know not your pretence ; . 
you send me word, sir, you are a soldier 1 Why, sir, 
you shall . be answered here : here be them have been> 
among soldier's. Sir, your pleasure ? 

Bob. Faith, sir, so it is ; this gentleman and myself 
}\9.TQ been most uncivilly wronged and beaten by one 
Downright, a coarse fellow aboUt the town here ; and,, 
for my own part, I protest, being a man in no sort 
given to this filthy humour of quarrelling, he hath as-^ 
saulted me in the way of my peace ; despoiled me of 
mine honour, disarmed me of my weapons, and rudely 
laid me along in the open streets, when I not so much 
as once offered to resist him. 

Clem, Oh, God's precious I Is this the soldier ? — 
Lie there, my sword, 'twill make him swoon, I fear; 
he is not fit to look on't, that will put up a blow ! 

Mat, An't please your worship, he was bound to the 

sace. [Crosses to Clement. 

Clem, Why, an' . he were, sir, his hands were not 
bound, were they ? " 

En^ Servant, l. 

Serv, There's one of the varlets of the city, sir, has 
brought two gentlemen here,^ o^e upon your worship's 
warrant. 
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Clem, My warrant ? 

^erv. Yes, sir, the officer says, procured by these- 
two. 

Clem. Bid him come in. — Set by this picture.— What, 
Mr. Downright ! are you brought at Mr. Freshwater's 
suit here ? 

• • • • 

Enter Downright, Stephen, and Brainworm, l. ' . 

Down, I*faith, sir. And here's another, brought at 
my suit. 

Clem. What are you, sir ? 

Step, A gentlemJin, sir.-^ — Oh, uncle ! 

[Crosses to Kno*well. 

Clem, Uncle ! Who, Master fiLno'well f 

Kno, Ay, sir, this is a wise kinsman of mine. 

Step. Ood*8 my witness, uncle, I am wronged hero 
monstrously ; be charges me with stealing of his cloak, 
and would 1 might neTer stir, if I did not find it in the 
street by dhance. ' 

Down. Oh, did you find it, now? You said you 
bought it ere-while. 

Step, And you said I stole it. Nay, now my uncle 
is here, I'll do well enough with you. 

Clem. Well, let this breathe awhile. You that hava 
cause to complain there, stand forth. Had you my 
warrant for this gentleman's apprehension ? 

Bob. Ay, an't please your worship 

Clem. Nay, do not speak in passion so. Where had 
you it ? 

Bo6. Of your clerk, sir. 

Clem, That's well, an' my clerk can make warrants, 
and my hand not at them ! Where is the warrant ? — 
Officer, have you it? . > 

Brain. No, sir, your worship's man. Master Formal, 
bid me do it for these gentlemen, and he would be my 
discharge. 

Clem. Why, Master Downright, are you such a no- 
Tice to be served, and never see the warrant I ^ 

Dorvn, Sir, he did not serve it on me. 

Clem. No I how then ? 

Down. Marry, sir, he came to me, and said, he mast 
serve it, and he would use me kindly, and so— 

[BoBADiL and Matthew steal off^ l. u. e. 

Clem. O, God's pity, was it so, sir? He must serve 
it. Give me a warrant, I must serve one too — yon 
knave, you slave, you rogue, do yoa say you must,^ 
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simh? Away with him to the gaol. I*U teach you a 
trick for your fii««^, sir. 

Btain^ Good sir, I beseeeh you be good to me, 

Clem* Tell him, he shall to the gaol : away witk tiii% 
I say. 

Brain, Ay, sir, if yon will commit me, it shal| be 
for committitig more than this. I will not lose by my 
tmvail any grain of my fame Certain. 

[Tkr9W8 qffhU di^m^t, 

Ctem, How is this ? 
r Kno, My maiT, Brain worm 4 

Step. O yes, Uncle ! Bralnworm has been with my conai^ 
Edward and I, all this day. 

Clem, I told you all, there Was some devicep 

B^otfi. Nay, excellent Jostice, since I haire lai4 
myself thus open to you, aow stand strong for me^ boUi 
with your sword and your balance. . . 

Clem. Body o' me, a merry knaye ! Qlto me A bowi 
of sack.— if he '.belongs '■ t6 $0% Master .KnoVell^ I 
bespeak your patience. 

Brain. That is It I have tidtt need iaf.*-^in if 
you*ll pardon me only^ I*U glory in all Uto tlB6t «f ibf 
exploits. 

Kfio. Sir, you know I love not t^ lihTe sy AiTePM 
come hard frbm me. You hdve y«ter pardon % Ihooigli^ l- 
suspect you shrewdly for being ^of e^wsiEtl with Biy ion 
ilgalnst me. ...••. 

Brain, Yes, faith, I have, sir ; though you retMinad 
me doubly this morning for . yourAelf; first, aft Britn* 
worm, after, as Fitssliroi^. I was your reformed ^8ol• 
dier. *Twas I sent yoa'^to CoV* upon the errand w)th« 
out end. 

Kno. Is It possiUel Or that thou shonldst.disgtttae 
thyself so as I should not know thee ? 

Brain. O . sir 1 this has been the day of my meta^ 
morphosis ; It is not that shaipe a4t>nto that I have run 
through to-iday. I bi'ought Master Kitely a Aessagcii. 
too, in the form of Master Justice's man hek^, to draw 
him out of the way, as well las your Worship, while 
Master Wellbred mijght make « oonv^ance 6f Misimss 
Bridget to my young master, 
t Kno. My son is not married, I hope^? 

Brain. Fai€h, sir, they are both as «lu-e%s^oYet a 
inriest, and three thouaand pounds, which is her ocirtioiif 
can make them^ arnd by this time are ready to bcfpeali 
their weqding supper at the Windmill, except some friend 
here prevent them, and invite them home. 
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Clem, Marry, that will I; I thank thee for putting 
me in mlnd'.on'it. Sirrah, go yoa and fetch tljie^ 
hither, upon jny warrant. N^ther's friends have cause 
to be sorry if I know the young couple aright,——' 
But, I pray thee, what hast thou done with liiy pian, 
Formal? 

Brain, Faith, sir, after some ceremony past, as 
making him drunk, first with story, and then with 
wine, ' but ali in kindness, and stripping hiin to his 
shirt, I left him in that cool vein ; departed, sold your 
worship's warrant to these two, pawned his livery for 
that varlet's gown to serve it in, and thus have brought 
myself, by my activity^ to your worship's conside- 
ration. 

Clem, And I will consider thee in a cup of sack. 
Here's to thee, which having drank off, this is my 
sentence — pledge me. Thou hast done, or assisted 
to nothing, in my judgment, but deserves to be pardoned 
for the wit of the offence. Qo into the next room ; let 
Master Kitely into this whimsical business, and if he 
does not forgive thee, he has less mirth in him than an 
honest man ought to have. 

Step. And what shall I do ? 

Ctem. O ! I had lost a sheep, an' he had not bleated. 
Why, sir, you shall give Mr. Downright his cloak, 
and 1 will entreat hira to take it. A trencher and a 
napkin you shall have in the buttery, and keep Cob 
and his wife company here ; whom I will entreat first to 
be reconciled ; and you to endeavour with your wit to 
keep them so. 

Step, I'll do my best. 

Clem. Call Master Kitely and his wife, there. 

Enter Kitelt and Dame Kitelt, r. 

Did I not tell you there was a plot against yout— 
Did I not smell it out, as a wise magistrate ought ?— 
Have not yo^ traced, have not yuu found it, eh. Master 
Kitely? 

Kite, I have— I confess my folly, and own I have de- 
served what I have sufi'ered for it. The trial has been 
severe, bat it is past. All I have toa:$k now, is, that, as 
my folly is cured, and my persecutors forgiven, my shame 
may be forgotten. 

Clem. That will, dep^d. npon yourself, Master 
KLitely : do not youfselr create the food for mischief, 
tmd the mtschlevoHs vi^U 'Bet -prey upon you. But, 
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eome, let a general reconciliation go round, and let 
all discontents be laid aside. You, Mr. Downright, put 
off your anger : you. Master Kno*well, your cares. 
And do you, Master Kitely, and your wife, put off your 
jealousies. 

Kite, Sir, thus they go from me : kiss me, my wife. 
See what a drove of horns fly in the air, 
Wing'd with my cleansed and my credulous breath : 
Watch 'em, suspicious eyes, watch where they fall. 
See, see, on heads, that think they've none at all. 
O, what a plenteous world of this will come ! 
When air rains horns, all may be sure of some. 



THE END. 
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60 This is a pretty trifle, derived from the French, 
which Mr. Payne has adapted to our theatre* It is 
said that it is founded on a true story. 

Criticism would be wasted on so unpretending a 
production. It is just qualified to please, without 
putting in any claim for a higher distinction. The 
character of Henry is an honourable one, though it 
would be hard to explain why he suffered himself so 
long to remain under so dreadful a stigma, when the 
necessity of keeping his brother's secret had so com- 
pletely passed a^ys^y. It would not hare done his 
brother any harm had he confided the tale of his 
misfortunes to his intended bride ; but then, as has 
been said upon another occasion, we should not hare 
had the play. It was well performed, and its scenery^ 
machinery, &c. are handsome iftad attractive^ 

We seem destined to get all such little dramas from 
France. Either our neighbours are naturally more 
dramatic than we are, or their stage is under better 
management. It would» we are sure, be no exaggera- 
tion, were we to say that fifty new pieces are pro- 
duced in France for one in England. We suspect 
that this circumstance is to be attributed less to 
dearth of talent or industry among our play-writers^ 
than to the {greater encouragement and protectioik 
which that class of literary men receive m Prance* 
It is well known, that no kind of literary occupa- 
tion is here so capriciously employed, or so ill paid. 
In France, on the contrary, we should think it is. 
decidedly the most lucrative. The reasons for this^ 
difference, and the effects on our dramatic literature 
which are produced, and will continue to be pro-^ 
duced, by the management of its interests in uu£ 
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coantrv, would OGCQpT too much loom, and woald not 
be perhaps c^aite in pface, here. Every one, lM>weyer, 
concected with the JSnfflish stage as a writer for it 
will dnXj appreciate uem; and no one, who has 
turned his attention to the subject, will wonder that 
the great m^^rity of our sncceasfal minor pteoes have 
for manv years been taken from the French. 

.Mr. rayne has been, in this line, perhaps, the 
most judicious in his selections and arrangements. 
His knowledge oi stage-business is very g^eat; and 
tbat will be found an ac<|mremenC of no small im- 
portance in such compositions. The management of 

he Two Galley Slaves is, in this respect, exodlent. 
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LOUISE. — ^Plain white, high muslin cap, and silk 
handkerchief. 
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THE TWO GALLEY SLAVES 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— On one tide 1h» MiU qf Si. AUterven.^A 
Umdseape in ike dietance.-^The rUe of the curtain 
dheavere gap groupe^ of vUlagerw^ R. u. b., dancing 
on with botiqnHe, to compliment the betrothed.^^ 
MuHie. 

Enter Basil, ^rom the House, l. 

Bat, Ab, lads^ and lasses, welcome I Lettbejoy of 
the day make your hearts as light as your heels. Skip 
and sing, my merry larks, and kick care to old Nick. . 

Vill. Huzza for Basil ! Welcome, Master Basil ! 

Sds, Well, have you seen the bridegroom, that is to 
be? 

let Vill. Not yet. 

Bag, Not yet ? Out ever since daybreak, and not back 
yet? Stay— yes — now I know — he's gone to the fkrm, a 
few miles off; he always looked sharp after Madame 
Montel's concerns : — ^now they're going to be one, of 
coarse, her affairs are his; but it^was just the same, 
when lie was only my fellow-senrant in the mill, and 
before he' dreamt of rising to be my master. 

let VUL Tell us, now, what passed before the notary, 
when the marriage-articles were drawn up. Did he say 
who his father was ? 

Bas, Not he. 

let Vill, What name did he give in, then? 

BOe, Henry— otd more. What have we to do 
with his father? Who knows if he eyer had a father? 
But if he can't boast of his family, h& may of his good- 
ness. 

let ViU. Ay, and that's what won him my m!8tre8S*8 
hMct, wUeb 18- i^orth more than a regiment of grand 
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fathers; and which the higfhest born In the land couldn't 
have gained with a pedigree as long as a race-horse* 

2si VilL Better be known, as Henry is, by a good cha« 
racter without a name, than the highest name without a 
oharacter. 

Ba$. Name ! If he brings no name to his wife, he'll 
leave one to Ma chil(ilreo ; — and he that can make both 
at once, must be a clever workman. — ^Think what he has 
done for the district. Now, last year, when the prize 
was offered, you know, for hunting wolves, he always 
got it. 'Twas of no use my trying to keep up with him. 
I felt brave enough 'till I heard the rascals howl ; then, 
somehow, we always lost one another in the thick of the 
fray : he took to the wolves, and I took to my heels ; be 
won the feast, and I helped to eat it. 

Ut VilL How the robbers skip when he scours the 
woods ! But for him, I should not have a home over my 
head, and my poor babes would be starving. 

Ba«. Yes, audi old daddy Bertrand, that tumbled into 
the water, would have been food for fishes. He was 
drowning, whtn Henry jumped in, and saved him : — ay, 
jumped souse into the. water, for all be had bis Sunday- 
clothes on. 

\Ht VilL What a pity it is, that, when he makes every. 
body else so joyful, he should be so sad himself ! 

Baft. Oh, heil sparkle preseptl^r* Love made him 
dismal, but wedlock will bring him' to.— Madame Mon->. 
tel was so pleased with her former trial that way, that, 
after two years* holiday, now she ventures again> and 
tiikes a second husband, in compliment to her firsv- 
Were it only for the love she bears her son, she ough t. 
So fine a boy deserves a father, and here he comes. ^^ 
Look at him I there's a pattern to work by ! [Aliinc. 

Eiiter Felix, gaUy dressed, from House, l. s. e.- 

Fel. See, Basil I am I fine enough for my new father^s 
wedding? 

Bas, Fine enough ? Why, sure you can tell without 
asking? — You've been at one wedding before. 

FeL Not I. 

Bas, Oh, then, you wa6n*t by when your first father 
was married ? 

EnUr BeKHOM MB, n. s. e., speaking as he enters, 

Bon, Mind, George, fill all the baskets with fruit. 
Roll out two hogsheads of the best wipe. Nothing can 
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be too good for my sister^s wedding [ApaHy fighin^,} 
Would to heaTen, 1 could think the bridegroom good 
enough ! 

Bos, Mr. Bonhomme, we come with most respectful 
salutations, to make humble manifestations of the sin- 
cerest congratulations. S'^^ ^*"''' 

Bon. Thank ye, my friends, thank ye.— I Tib Felix, 
who goes up to kiss him,'] Is not your fa— father—- (the 
word chokes me), that is to be, come back yet? A 
bridegroom keep all waiting thus ! Well, my siste. 
knows her own taste. — But a slight on such a. day i 
more than 1 could bear. 

Bat, We'll go and meet him on his way from th 
farm, and surprise him with compliments : — and we can 
gather new garlands as we go, too, for the road-side 
is full of flowers. Gome, lads and lasses. 

Pel. And 1*11 go and finish the two letters, which I 
am to paint all in ftowera, at the top of the verses the 
schoolmaster has been composing for me to present.— * 
Vou can*t think bow pretty i shall make those two let- 
ters I — Now for it ! [Mugie, 
[Exeunt Basil, with the Villagere^ at the haek^ s. 
s. B. — Felix goes into the house, l. 

LovisB eiUersfrom Uouse^ l. 

IjOU, Brother, why did you leave me so coldly ?— 
When every body else approves my choice, why is it 
blamed only by my brother? 

Bon. Your brother would see you haptiy, permanently 
happy ; and he dreads, lest the man you nave chosen-^— 
I hurt your feelings, my dear, but you know my heart. 

Lou, Yes, and I trust I know his\ too, better, much 
better than prejudice will suffer you to know it. 

Bon, 1 fear the fatal prejudice is not with me. A 
man of no condition, no means, and received here under 
such circumstances' I — Little did I expect a result like 
this, when, seven y^ars ago, alarmed by groau amid 
the howling storm, the flashea of the lightning gave him 
'to my view, atretched, fainting with hunger and fatigue, 
before our mill. Ah, Louise I may the homeless out- 
east we sheltered from the tempest, ne'er prove a ser-, 
pent to sting thee ! But there's ever a lurking devil in 
mystery :— mere misfortune has nothing it can be 
ashameid of telling; and, depend upon it, girl, when the 
conscience is clear, I he tongue has no concealments. 

Lou. Has he not told us, over and over again, that 
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the dlfeloanre of his teeret woald endanger the safety 
of JiU daiiiily? His half avowals leave us no room to 
doubt. You know Henry has been a soldier — may be, 
•*-a deserter. 

Ban. Desert the eoloors of his country I 

Lou, Be sure tis something of that nature which 
weighs upoti bis soul, and wraps him in so deep a 
gloom. 

Bon, But his deep gloom has east no cloud betweea 
him and his interest ;^he has kept a sharp look out to 
that. A starving adventurer, who can worm himself 
into the good graces of a young and pretty woman, and 
into the proprietorship of a fine establishment, .has no 
eause to complain, and no right-to look melancholy. 

Lou. Nay, brother, — you do him wrong. — Had in* 
^erest been his incentive, would he not have been eager 
to have urged our wedding ? would he so often have 
put off the ceremony, whidi is to make my hand and 
wealth irrecoverably his ? 

Bon. Well, well, we're only wasting words, so we'll 
drop an ungracious subject. As the proverb -says,— 
** What ean*t be cured, must be endured.** l*m sure 
I'm disposed to like him, and I should like him, if he'd 
be frank, and tell us who and what he is ;— or, rather, 
tell you, for, heaven knows, I'm only inquisitive on 

Sour account. But to you I to you, to whom he owes 
ajqpiness, life itself, to keep up this mystery U 
shameful. Presently, however, you'll be his. May 
you never have cause to repent ! But, should regret 
and sorrow be your portion, be sure these arms can 
ne*er be shut against you. Fly hither from the bl^st, 
and in youribrother's bosom seek <sheUer and p home. 

[Aftwie. 

Enter Basil, nmning, n. 8. b. 

Bob. The bridegroom I the bridegroom J Now we 
shall have the ceremony. Like Cupid, I'm wedlock^s 
forerunner, and I've fairly run myself out of breath, 
too, which Cupid has no right to do, before mavriage, fur 
that eomes quite soon enough after. 

Bon. ILooking off^ R. s. b.] I see no brldegreon. 
There's M. la Route, the owner of the post-honao* 
turning the comer, but no bridegroom. 

Bof. M. la Route ! so it is l--well, they jay C«« 
pid's blind, and here's a proof. 
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Enter M, la Route, r. s. e. 

La 2{o«. Worthy widow, I kiss your hand. Friend 
Bonhomme, yours to command. [^Gives him his koHd-l 
And where is the good and worthy Henry? I would 
fain congratulate him. Though a rival, I am a philoso- 

Jiher; for, gentle lady, yonXnowit is entirely your own 
Bitlt, that yon are not, at this moment, madame la 
Route, and, without wishing to disparage any body, | 
•don't .think l*m to be sneezed at. 

Bon. At any rate, every one knows who you are. 

La Rou. Who I am 2 1 believe you.— There*d be 
no getting on, in this country, but for me.—- The post- 
house has, for. the last sixty ^years, (father and son, uup 
derstand) been my .property ; and Itis hard that I, wdo 
have moved half the kingdom, should have failed t9 
move the sweet widow there. 

Lou, But, now, since the widow is hi^ppy ia thp 
choice of — [Mu^ic» 

Bat. [Who has been on the waiehJ] Henry ! Henry at 
last—Huzza! huzza! hnzza! 

JSTftt^rHBiTRT, rapitUpj r. u. e. 

[Exit Ba&iIi, r. u. ■• 

Hen, Oh, my heart's comfort I Trust me, my beloved 
lionise, a circumstance, beyond my control, withheld 
uie from you thus. Each moment away from you has 
been an age of impatience to me, love ! 

La Rou, So, you are late, too. 

[Hbsry looks round' gloomily, 

Lou, M. la Route, our neighbour. 

Hen, [Coldly inelUUng his AeadJ Good morning, 
•if. 

La Rou, \ Aside, 1 Proud as Lucifer ! *' S^t a be^^ 
on horseback"— umph l'~[Aloud.^ Ay, as I was saying, 
you are over your time, and so am I ; and if you had*nt 
come in, I should have told these good folks how it hap- 
pened I was so late ; for I*m seldom behindhand at a 
jolUfleation.-^But, 1 dare say, you'll be as much inte- 
rested as any body^so, you must know, just as 1 was 
cmning out, up gallopM a detachment of gendarmerie, 
ftsd made a halt at my house. 

Hen, [Starting — Apart,'] Gendarmerie I 

La Rou, The horses were dropping with fatigue and 
the men with hunger. — So, I had to wait till both were 
fed and rested, before I could hope to find out whal 

B 
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brought 'em; for, though Tm not piling, I like to 
know what's going on. So, at an hour's end— 
Boil. Well? 

La Rou. I was as wise as at its beginning. After a 
thorough search through my premises, off they set. 
Lou. To return no more ? lAnxiouslj/.'] 
La istou» Oh, no. They're sifting the neighbourhood, 
and will be back here, I dare say, to open your wed- 
ding-ball with you. 

Hen. [Affecting perfect calmness,^ With what inten- 
tion? 

La Rou, What intention ? Oh, these gentlemen are 
not so fond of telling their intentions. Yet, from the 
few words they let drop, I could smoke *em. Penetra- 
tion's a gift, and they that have it, discover things, 
which, sometimes, astonish the finder. [Significantly.'—' 
Hbnbt starts. -Goes up to him mysteriously.} — Were 
1 sure you could keep a secret— 
Hen. Speak — speak! • 

La Rou. *Tis very important, observe I Don't get me 
into a scrape, now. [Casting a glance all round."] They 
seek deserters, and hunt after certain criminals, escaped 
on their way to the galleys. 

Lou. Deserters ! [Glancing ai Hemrt. 

Bon. Criminals I [Looking also at him. 

La Rou. It is suspected, nay, it is pretty certain, 

that, for a long time past, several of them have found 

refuge iu this district. Such' measures are taken, that 

nothing but a miracle can screen them from justice.— 

They'll have the deserters, and the deserters will have 

their deserts. 

Hen. Unhnppy men ! 

La Rou. Unhappy ! ha ! ha ! ha ! — so it U*— never 
content. Half the world are crying out, that they can't 
get their due, and the other half, because they do 
get it. 

Hen. Sir, the wretched, though guilty, claim pity, 
and not sneers. There is nothing so unsafe as severity. 
Who knows but, among these prescripts, there may be 
some who have merited a better fate ? The victims 
even of law may be the victims of error ; and, till mao 
«an be infallijile, he has no right to be unfeeling. 

La Rou, Had I any compassion to spare, 1 think I 
might bestow it better than on convicts. 

Hen. [ With emotion.'] Louise, a moment longer, and 
we shall be one. Heaven knows such bliss o'ertopi 
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my proudest hope, fulfils my dearest wishes. Still, 
whate'er the cost, I am ready to sacrifice my happiness 
to yours. The wretched sport of destiny, nameless; 
penny less, with no earthly prop but you, yon only, to 
whom I owe every thing, what can I offer in return ?-— 
Nothing, but a heart which adores you ; and e?en that 
heart marked by sorrow for its own Pause, Louise ; 
there is yet time. If you repent, speak I Let me mourn 
your loss, rather than your reproaches. Let me despair, 
rather than see you wretched. 

Lou, (With kind-hear tedne SB,"] I haye weighed all. 
My resolution is as Unalterable as my love. 

Boh, lAsideJi That is not the language of disho* 
nesty. [jloudT] Henry, you have spoken as a man 
should do. This candour shakes the prejudice 1 had 
against you ; and all I wish is, that you would carry 
your unreserve still further. But the die is cast, and it 
you make my sister happy, you shall never look in vain 
for a friend, while she, who has chosen you, has a 
brother. 

[Henrt gratps the hand qf Bonhomiib. — La 

Route tries to hide hit tpite iU *hiM picture qf 

f happiness, , 

Enter Basil, r. u. b. > 

Bas, Here come all the villagers, men, women, and 
children, to conduct them to church. f Musis. 

Enter Felix Jrom House, 

{Villagers dance on from bridge, r., with garuindg^ 
and bouquets, — The Unknown appears on the 
bridge : he walks with dij/ieultv. Fear is stamped 
on alt his features. Perceiving the characters on 
the stage, he stops short, terror-struck. 
Unknown, [Apart,^ Great heaven 1 should they ob- 
serve ! — [He cowers behind the rising ground, at the 
back of the stage. 

Hen, Believe me, I deserve your friendship, and 
■hall deserve it. Though worn by affliction, I am pure 
from guilt. 
Bon, Lead to the ceremony. [Music 

[ The Villagers form on opposite sides, two (^ two , 
- — BoKuouuE gives his arm to Louise — Henrt 

takes the hand of Felix — Basil and La Routb 
foUmc^The procession files qff, 

9 
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The UNKikowH etitert appoHie. 

Vnkn. [if fone.l They are gone— not a soul left. Now 
for a moment's halt. Ah ! I can no longer drag on, 
without rest. [Glancing round A Where am I ? Still in 
this cursed Auyergne ! — Three days, and I shall have no 
more to fear. [^Comes donn to tree, r. — Music, — Starts* 
^^Footeteps,'] Hark 1 footsteps I j^Listeng — a fnomeni*9 
gHenee,'] — ^No, no ! nothing— nothmg, [Afiwic.] Those 
cursed gens-d*armes ! I see them in every bush : I hear 
them in every breez,e. [Music.'] *Twas tough work to 
give them the slip. The shots whizzed round me ; but 
chance stood my friend. What a devilish hard life I— 
Sver since yesterday skulking about these mountains, 
without tt moment's peace.— Be it so t I have tay li- 
berty, and with that^ if I must suffer, I can make oUiers 
suffer too; [ffe eyes the house,] A pleasant dweliing ! — 
They are happy to whom it belongs ; and I, a wan- 
derer and a fugitive, forced to hide from every eye, 
snd- wresting my bread from the terror or the pity of 
stragglers ! — and this is justice !»But His time for me 
to set fbrward. On then.— Infernal chance ! My limbs 
refuse to bear me, and hunger, terrible hunger, gnaws 
me to desperation. I'll try again.— It cannot be. — Must 
I die here for Want ? IMusicA They're at hand— they 
are upon me ! Oh I let me perish, sooner than surrender. 

[Music. 
{He makes a last effort to eseape-^^his limbs faU*^ 
He drops down, and, when f alien, aUemptM to 
drag himseffon his hands, but Joints. 

Enter Basil, Fblix, and \st and fnd Viliagers^/rom 

the Bridge. 

Bos. At it, my lads ! Make all ready, so that, when 
they come, there 11 be nothing to do, but to eat and 
caper. — [Music. As he advances towards the Houee, he 
discovers the Unknown stretched upon the emrth.\ 
Hallo! what have we here ? By St. Dominic, a dead 
man ! [MueU. 

Fel. No, he's not diead. Help I help ! 

[Exit into House, and returns wUh botUe. 

Bas. [Aside.] The very spot, and the very condition, 
in which, seven years ago, we found poor Henry.— Lift 
him up — [The two Villagers come tohisaid—tlig raise 
him.] 

link. [Stares round wildly, and struggles] Stand 
off! I will not yield J— 
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Bof. What the deTil are yoa afraid of? Nobody 
here wants to hurt you. [Giving him some wine, tohich 
pE^iix has brought out qfthe house,'] Hold I— drink, and, 
you'll mend — 

Unk. [drinks,^ Thanks, thanks !— • 

Bus, That's a cure for all evils. ^ 

Unk, [Apart^, after having drank.] I had well nigh 
betrayed myself. \Aloud.] Thanks. — Forced marches — 
the hot sun — niy strength wasted— I'm better now, much 
better, and I haste — [strives to nalkS] 

FeL [Stopping him,] ** The more haste, the worst 
speed," as my schoolmaster says. Take my advice, and 
«tay here the rest of the day — ^There's a T^edding, too, 
and that will please you. You shall tell mc your story, 
and that will please me : and the sadder it is, the more 
I shall be diverted, for I like sad stories, and, if very 
dismal, it will be delightful. 

Bas, The boy's right :— don't think of stirring. «- 

[Thei/ place him under tree, n. 

Unk, I accept your kindness. [Music, -- Apart.] To 
deny them would raise suspicion. Besides, in the 
bustle, 'twill be easy — [Music] 

Enter Henry, Louise, La Rovrs, Bomhomme, 
and Villagers, from Bridge, 

Fel. Mamma, you won't scold me — ^I'm sure you 
won't. — See l'?e been helping this poor man. — We 
found him*dying on the bare ground. — You always told 
me, 'twas our first duty to relieve the afflicted. 

Hen. And 'twill always be our pride, my boy, to see 
you remember such lessons. — [To the Unknown.] Who- 
ever you may be, you are welcome here. Beneath this 
roof the persecuted and the sufTering shall ne'er in vain 
seek refuge. 

Unk, [Apart,] That voice! I've heard it before, 
somewhere. 

Hen, [Aside.] That face !— Should it be 

Unk, [Apart,^ Can I be mistaken ?—^No— there's 
not a doubt— 'TIS he ! 

Hen, [Apart.] Withering recollection ! 

Unk, [Ri^ng.] Comrade, this is not our first meeting. 

Hen. [Confounded.] Do you think so ? 

Unk, I know so. 

Hen. *Tis done I I'm discover'd ! [Aside, 

Unk. [Significantly.] What, shun an old friend ! Ob, 
that'll never do! 

b3 
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Hm, An Md frtead ! — 

Unk. Whftt t my naine and faee forgotten both f Fto 
tt better memory — Your name is [3f«Wr. 

Hen. [Terrified^ and grasping his ami] Hold I 
hold ! hold I 

Bonh, Come, come, Henry. Our worthy neighbours 
watt. By Saint Denis, ^t your age, I should have been 
the first to lead the dance. 

Henry, I — I — 

Bonh. I— I— what aits you } Come, come ; lead forth 
your bride.^You, sir, [to the Unknown] are more 
disposed for rest and food than to join in oar sports, 
1 take it. 

Unk, Both rest and food, indeed, would be welcome, 
sir. 

Bonh. Yoa shall have them. — Here, Basil, show this 
stranger an apartment, and provide food and wine. 

Unk. Thanks ! thanks I [Bonhomme goes up, 

Basil. I wish the stranger ha4 continued so. Now I 
shall lose the dancing ; but I won't, though. This 
way — this way. ^ [Showing Unknown the fr^y. 

Hen. [Coming forward.] Be cautious, I implore. 

[Goes up, 

Unk. I warrant.— He saves me, or he sinks with me. 

[ExUi L. 

Bonh, Now, then« lads and lasses^ married and sin* 
gle — ^the dance — the dance t [ Dancing^ 

KND OF ACT I. 



ACT 11. 

SCBNE I.— JIfiM/e.— Z,^AIs a Uttte down, A HaU. 
open at the back—R. and L. several doors-^U tr 
night — A lamp is burning an a litth table* 

The Unknown discovered sleeping in a cAotr, i., 

Henry sitting^ r. 

Hen* He sleeps profonndly !— He sleeps,— -with a life 
deformed by crime, and threatened momently with 
the scaffold!— He sleeps! while I, with an ua* 
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troubled eoiMcience, eottrt repose In rain ! Agonizing 
fate I After nnprecedented woes, happiness began to 
brighten roand me, when tMs monster comes to strike 
Hiy soul with terror, and disturb the peace of a sectn- 
sion, till now unknown to sorrow. One word, and 
Louise is lost to me for ever ! I am given up to dislio- 
nour, and can find no refuge but in death. — Oh, pitying 
Hearen I turn aside the storm, ready to burst on my 
devoted head !— I did not care to live till love gave life 
a value ; but, now, blest in the affection of an angel, I 
eannot bear to die. [ Villctge clock strikes Hx.'] Six f — 
'tis time he should depart. — May hts own safety, and 
Hie allurement of gold, guarantee his silence ! — [Music, — 
Crosses^ and awakes Aim.] Rise \ — You must hence. 
• I7»lfc. Hence t 

Hen. Would you break your promise f Now the dark-' 
ness favours you ; and, ere anothef hour, the gens-d*arme9 
may be here. 

' Unfc. Let *em.---I don't know how it is ; but, some- 
how, since I have had the luck to meet you, I begin 
not to care so much for the gens-d'armes. — ^Yon can't let 
me be taken, you know ; for, once caught, I might 
'Twas high time to stop my mouth, lad. T was just 
going to let all o«t : no wife for you, then ; and, wlutt's 
-wof se, no fortune, neither. She's a rieh dowry, eh ? — 
YouVe a tacky dog. Who the devil would have 

guess'd seven years ago No matter. I would'nt 

change places with yon, for all that. 1 have nothing to 
toM, and yott are in ny power. 

#l«»r Can man be hnmbled lower ? 

ITnft. It's a pity.— But, pludt up. I'n not blab ;«— 
iMK^on kn<nr the terms. 

Hen, I shall keep ray word« — Thereat not a moment 
to be lost. Take this purse : — It will provide for your 
present wants. — If iraay be sure of your silence, yearly, 
on the same day, yon will receive the same sum. 

Vnk* Ay, yoa may be certain of me. — I've no love 
firr law, but a great respect for money. [AsideJ] 'Twill 
cost him dear. I don't see any means, but the fortunes 
ot his new wife, by whieh — 

Ben, Henee 1 Nothing is fa the way of your de 
patture now. Hence ! and in some deep, impenetrable 
sednsion, abjure your errors, expiate your crimes, and 
o|ien yoar heart to penitence. 

Unkn, Oh yes: I repent as it is — [Jfide]— 4hat I 
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bav'nt made better use of ny time. Patieuee l«-<3ould 
I get back, unseen t 

Hen, [Having anured him»e\f tluU there is no one 
eominff^ leads the Unknown towards the little door»J 
It is of the deepest importance that your going should 
not be observed. 

Unkn, I know that. 

Hen. That door leads to a passage, opening on the 
court-yard. Once there, you have only a low garden- 
wall to scale, a hedge to pass over, and you are beyond 
our premises. [Lights up gradualljf. 

Unkn. [Aside."] I was just thinking how i should con 
trive to get back, and he has shown me the way. [Aloud^ 
talcing Hbnrt's hand^ mho cannot restrain a move^ 
ment of repugnance."] Farewell, comrade. Come, come, 
don't bear malice: —you shall know my.lurkiag-place 
in a few days. Mind you*re punctual. 

[Music — Exit bjf door. 

Hen, [Afler a deep sigh.] He*s gone, and I am safe, 
at least for a time. 

EfUer BoNHOHME, through Door in Flat. 

Bon. Henry ! what the deuce are you about here 7— 
Why do you stay away from the sports ? They're all 
asking after you. [Henrt going.] But now, hold, sir* 
Since you and 1 are by ourselves, you must allow me 
to demand a little explanation of you. 

Hen. An explanation ! On what subject, pray ? 

Bon. Why, your mysterious manner, which nobody, 
can explain. You must haye seen plain enough, that 
I*m not pleased with you, though I have done my best 
to keep it down before Louise; for I wouldn't have 
made her unhappy by. what I suspect. 

Hen. By what you suspect ? ; 

Bon. Ye^, sir, by what I suspect. 

Hen.' [Agitated.] What do you suspect? 

Bon, That you have no affection for her. — ^Before 
you were married, I ascribed your sadness to your fears 
of losing her. You've got her, p.nd now you absent 
yourself, and seem more sad than ever. Why, sir, do 
you steal away from her at this moment ? The man who 
can use any woman ill, is cowardly and base ; but he, 
who can wound the heart of an affectionate girl, who 
loves him, is undeserving of the name. There, now it's 
out, and so you may make the best of it 



SCENB I.]. TOB TWO CALhMT MCATllSt SI 

Hen, Mr. Benhomme, you have always been agaiiut 
me, notwithstanding my unwearied efforts to deserre 
your friendship. I Ml heaven to witness, lay whole 
soul is devoted to Louise I I thought yesterday yon had 
renounoed your prejudioe»; but your language, to-day, 
proves I was mistaken. 

Bon. No, sir, you were not mistaken ; but let me find 
that you; deserve my friendship; 
Hen. There is no sacrifice- 
Bon. I want no' saerifice.--4 want open dealing. So 
tell me what ia beeome of the man^ whom we assisted 
yesterday — he^ whose sudden arrival astonished you 
so, and seemed to give you uneasiness ? — ^What*s be- 
come of him ? 

Hen. That man you*ll see no more. 
Bon. Bo much the better ! He has one of those coua- 
leaaoces one don't care to meet twice. 

Enter hoviSE and Felix. 

. [Garlands are placed round the hall, and two tranw* 
, pareneiee^ with the lettere H and Xr, are lighted upy 

at the back qfVte stage. 
FeL [To Hek«v.] I've been preparing sueh a sur- 
prise for yon ! There's a little speeioien of my writing 
find paiBting. [Gives the paper,"] The two large letters, 
with wreaths round them at top, are all my own doing. 
Seel-— H. L. Can you guess what those letters sig- 
nify? 

Hen» [Apart^ terror 'Struck,'] Great heaven t Mad- 
dening remembrance ! Terrible coincidence ! Detested 
letters ! My eyes cannot look on ye, and not shudder. 
Lou.. [ffh» has rewiarkedhis affUoHon.ll Henry ! 
Hen. Oh ! nothing— 4iothing. This child V devfee^ 
Lou. Flutters your hearty as it does mine. The first 
union of our initials thus seens to give a reality to the 
5^wning unSoB of our livef, and eould not but excite 
omotkm. [Music. 

Enter Basil and the Dancers^ l. 

Bm» Now for it ; but see how be has p«i«aed the 
delicate attention I Lectk I the aame emblem grreets us 
upon, every side. Behold,, where'er we turn, the wel- 
come letters blended ! I see you enter into his idett— 
If enry and Louise ! Thus lore unites names never to 
bapartmL. . 
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Hen. [Apart.'] Where'er I turn, the horrid brand of 
opprobrium and dishooour ! 

Bonh. What agitates him now ! There's a something 
about that man that baffles every conjecture. [AitMec. 
The ftte U <ib<mt to begin^ when a carriage i$ heard, 
— General astonishment. 

JB(U. There* s a post-chaise at the door. 

Hen. [Alarmed.] A carriage at this hour ! What 
can bring — 

Bas. [ Who has been to the door to look out.] And 
two people stepping out, — [Looking out.] Ah! I sea 
now. There's M. la Route with an officer. 

Hen, An officer ? 

Boi. Yes, an old officer. [Mntic, 

£nter La Route and Major db Lisle, m. d. in f. 

La Rou. You see, I'm a man of my word. — ^When I 
promised to come baclc, I little expected to come in such 
good company. Permit me to introduce a new guest to 
you. This gentleman comes into AuTergne for the pur- 
pose of buying that beaatiful estate, of which yon have 
the disposal. It was impossible for me to give the gen- 
tleman all the Information he required, so I took the 
liberty to bring him to you. I was just going out, when 
he came in, so, as he offered me a seat in his chaise, 
I accepted the honour, and here we are. . 

De L, A wedding— a ball I Had M. la. Route made 
me aware of this sooner, I would not have intruded. 
This is no time to talk of business; and I am much 
afraid in my presence — 

Bon. Sir, the presence of a soldier and a gentleman, 
which your appearance bespeaks, can never but be wel- 
come to tts all. 

De L. I thank you for your politeness ; bnt I should 
be exceedingly sorry to be in the way of-— 

Hen. [Croueit to db Lislb,] You are in no one's way, 
my dear sir ; and if the rejoicings of our worthy viU 
lagers are not disagreeable to you, we should be nappy 
if you would rest under our roof from the fatigues of 
your journey ; and to-morrow we will endeavour to 
give you the information you require. 

Lou, Allow me, sir, to join in the invitation of my 
husband and my brother. 

La Rou. Didn't I tell yon they were the best souls in 
the world ^ Yon can't stand out much longer, I am sure. 
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De L. I accept your kindness ; and, believe me, it 
gives me pride and pleasure to find myself in such wor- 
thy company. Led to Auvergne by motives of much 
deeper interest than the purchase of a domain, which is 
but a secondary object, perhaps you may be able to 
serve me more than you imagine. But, begin your 
dance. Let not my coming disturb any of your ar- 
rangements. [Mutie, 
lAU take their places. Ballet, The Dance u sud' 
denly interrupted by a great bustle <mtside, 
, ShouU qf " Stop thief I" from behind cast the 
guests iuo astonishment aud consternation, 
Basil, who had gone out during the dance, rushes 
b€u:ky M. D. in F., out of breaih,^-'Musie, 
Bas, Stop thief ! stop thief ! A man, whose face I 
couldn*t get a glimpse of, has got into the bedroom, 
brolten open the deslt, and taken out all the money. 
Seeing me, he dodged out of the way ; but I'll be bound 
he's not off yet. 
Hen, [Aside,'] Just heaven ! can it be ? 
Bon. Let him be pursued. ' \^Music, 

[All separate^ and hurry ojf\ m. d. in p. 
Hen, [AsideJ] If he be taken, I am lost. [Alone, 
Should the robber be that wretch, he will seek to 
escape by the passage, which, in the terror of the moment, 
I myself pointed out to bim. Unheard of perplexity ! 
Forced to favour the flight of a miscreant, whom, with 
one word, I might- might what? am I not in his power? 

[Music. 

[The Unknown darts in from the side, l. He is 

pursued^ and seeks lo escape at the back, Hbnrt 

perceives him. 

Ha ( behold the criminal ! 'Tis he ! Stop I ypn go lo 

your destruction. [Pointing out to the little door,^ 

That way tarn your steps, ' 

IThe Unknown stops shorty' and seems surprised 
at Hknrt. 
Your infamy is known, and your life in my hands. But 
I will not take undue advantages. Restore the fruits of 
your crime, and escape on the instant. 

Unk, Too civil by half 1 I should lose more than I can 
afford by that bargain. [Going, 

Hen, [Stops him,] Would you seal my ruin ? 
Unk, 1 only do like you— make the most of my situa- 
tion. 
Hen, [Still holding him back.] Restore, I charge 
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you, the fraits of your crune, or I give you up instantly 
to the tribunals. 

Unk. [Shaking him t^.] And 1 devote you to sluime 
and infamy. 

Hen, This is too much ! I will no longer bear this 
thraMom. Rather death at once, than life Tn base sub- 
lection to a miscreant like thee. 

Unk, Death I Well, then, death be It— Deatfa,~bat 
on the scaffold. 

Hen, The scaffold! Monster! then your life shall 
]»ay for it. \^Musie* 

[Hekby sei»e$ a Mvor^^-^UNKNOWN- draws a 
pistol. 
Unk, Stand there. I defy your impotent rage. 
Hen, Come what may, I care not. Ere I perish, I'll 
have vengeance. 

[He plunges on the Unknown, who fires. *' Follow, 
follow!'* heard on all sides. The Unknown 
fires again, wounds Henry, and escapes at the 
side. The characters rush in, crying — 
All, Here ! here ! this way, this way I 
Bas, The ficoundrers given us the slip. 
[They groupe ronnd He nay, who staggers, and 
sinks into their arms, — Mime. — Louise 
rushes in, 
Lou, Just Providence, protect my 'Henry ! Great' 
heaven ! Blood ! Blood ! he*8 wounded. 

[Seeing blood on tkefioor, 
Bon. 'Tis but slight: the ball has but grazed his 
armv^ 
De If, Therecanbanodauger. 
Bon, No— no^-I wa.(rant, none, sister. [Strippin^^ 
up his sleeve, and^ seeing th6 mark, exetoinw] Oh, 
horror I The mystery is oleared. Henry is a— 
De L, What ? 

Bon. Behold the .Indelible bcand, the %tal mark! 
Lou, What mark? 
[Spite qfcUl resistance, die looks eA his arm. On 
seeing the mark, she utters a cry qf horror, and 
falls fainting on thefioor. The Villagers all 
groupe about Aer. Hbnrt recovers, and raises 
his hands in supplication towards Louise. 
Musi€*^Tal^au.^They are closed in. 
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SCENE n.'-The lobby of Madame*s house. 

Enter BasiIj, followed by Villagers^ r. 

SmcI VilL Oh dear! oh dear I who would have be- 
lieved, that Buch an honest man as Mr. Henry could 
have been such a rogue ! 

Bos, Silence ! hold your tongue ! Gadzooks 1 how 
can you say such things ? > 

2nd VUL St. Bridget, Basil I An*t what we saw 
enough to make one think ? 

Bus* May be — But, mightn't he have been bom with 
it ? You*re a ninny, and don*t know what you're talk- 
ing about ! 

Clan, But, tell us, Basil, does any one know what's 
become of the rascal that gave him the wound ? 

Bas, No ; but never fear, he'll be caught : for there's 
more than sixty of our comrades at bis heels. But here 
comes that inquisitive post-master, M. la Route. 

Enter La Route, i.. 

La Rou, Hey! how! staying here yet? Am't you 
afraid the walls will fall about your ears ? 

Bat. Come, come, M. la Route, your tongue goes 
faster than your horses, and wants what they never do. 

La Rou, What's that ? 

Bas. A curb. If honesty's the word, you'll find more 
here than you bring. 

La Rau. Ahem ! queer, very queer ! . When 1 think 
T should have ventured to such a suspicious place, I 
wonder at niy boldness ; I veally don't know what to 
think of myself. 

Boi. I'm sure nobody wants yo^ to stay, and the 
sooner you go the better. ' This hoiwe, sir, is my 
master's, and I mind nobody here but Mr. Bonhomme, 
and Henry, my new master. 

La lieu. Your new master. Ha, ha, ha ! A pretty 
naster be is I He'll teach capital letters with a venge- 
ance ; he'll not soon forget the lesson he learned. 

Bom. Why, M. la Route, what did you mean by 
capital letters 7 

La Reu. What 1 didn't you see the brand upon his 
arm — H. L., hard labour? You'd much better take 
yourselves off; or you'll get. into a scrape. Bvery mo 
ment the premises may be surrounded by the .soldiers. 
Whoever they catch will be taken for witnesses,' and 

c 
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aeeomplices too, for aught I know ; so, take my word 
for it, you*d better make yourselves scarce. 

iThe Villager B make a si^n qf approbaHon^ aKd 
go off at tke Ut e. 

La Rou, And can you, who pass for a good sort of n 
fellow, have the heart to stick by 'em, eh ? 

Ba$. Why, will it hurt my character, think you ? 

La Rou, Ruin it ;— don*t you see that ? 

Bas, Not I. 

La Rou, You're a fool. 

BaM, Oh, then you think I sha'n't pass for what lam ? 

La Rou, Zounds ! you Ml get a pretty name. Fancy 
the people saying—*' Who does Basil life with ?*'— 
** Why that Henry—" " What, he, we heard ?" »• Ay.'* 
•* You don't say so ?"-<-" Truth, on my word" — ** ReallT 
—oh ho !" ^ 

Ban, Not 

La Rou, You'd better cut. If you like to go-^ 

Bof. Well? 

EtUer BoNHOHMB at the back. 

La Rou, I've a place to bestow. 

Bat, Indeed! 

La Rou, What wages do you get here ? Thirty 
crowns 1 

Baif, Exactly. 

La Rou, Well, come and li?e with me, and you'll 
have the advantage of being in a virtuoua family, which 
is a great deal, ' you know,' and I'll give you twenty 
crowns. 

Bas, What! ten crowns short! I give ten crowua 
for your virtue? Thnt's more than my own's worth. 

Im Rou, Can you really think. of staying in the house 
of a malefactor! 

Boh, [Advancing f c] Stop, sir! whatever thaf 
man's fatilts, you are beneath his roof; and there 
is no crime more despicable than his, who basely seeka 
to cool the few friends who remain faithful to a man in 
the hour of his adversity. 

Bob, Yes, sir, and I'd have you to know, sir, I love 
my master, and I'll stay by him to the last, and you'll 
never get me to quit him, with all your flummery ! 
lJ»ide,'] — ^for ten crowns short. 

La Rou, Mr. Bonhomme, your servant Insults me, 

Bon, You shouldn*t have put it in his power. 
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La Ron, You take a tone which doesn't become your 
situation. 

fio». My situation ! — Sir. I can hold up my head any 
where. I never talk behind backs, and in whispers ; nor 
do I shrink, sir, from giving a proper answer to 
calumny, wherever I may meet it. 

La Rau, *Twould be well for you all, could you 
prote it calumny. 

Bon. The smoothest tongues are as little to he 
trusted as the worst appearances, sir. I thought you 
were afraid this house would hurt your character. The 
door is open, sir. 

Bas, And tell your virtuous family, they inveigle no 
servants from here — [aside] — for ten crowns short. 

La Rau. I*m going, sir ! — don't be alarm *d — Vm go- 
ing. And never, while I live, will 1 set foot in this 
place again ! I*m going — [Going'-^retums.] Vm going 1 
•^Compliments to your worthy brother-in-law. Safe 
Journey to the sea-side for him. Sea air is a wonder- 
ful mender of his disease. [ExUt ^» 

Baa. [Calls qfler him.} Go to the devil, with your 
ten crowns short* 

Bon, Go to your work, sir; and if you wish to leave 
our service, no tampering with our foes 0rst, but do 
It. 

Bas. [Aside,"] Not for ten crowns short. [ExU, b. 

Bon. [ Alone f walking about agitated.'] My sister 
judged truly of that meddlingr prating postmaster. 
His glib tongue took me in ; but these are the times 
that show what men are, and give me to understand him 
thoroughly. A rascally knave, to trample on a fallen 
man thus I I never took Henry's part before; but now 
1*11 fight for him through thick and thin. lExU^ h» 



SCENE ni.^The HaU. 

£teferBoNnOMME, l. 

Bon, Where, where can my sister have 4iid herself ? 
Why, why does she shun the presence of her brother t 
Ah 1 she comes I 

EnUr Louise, e. 

hou. Spare me, brother ! I know what you have a 
right to say. Had I listened to your advice— could I 

c 9 
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have believed^ — But I am punished cruelly, moslcrueUy, 
Don't add reproach to what' I suffer. 

Bon, Reproach, Louise! The severity of a true 
friend never follows calamity — so, no more o£ the past. 
What's to be done? 

Lou, Alas ! [S/ie weeps,"] 

Bon, No, no ; don't weep, 

Lou, I know my duty, and will do it, though 'iwill 
cost me dear. You shall know all. \^Chanying her 
tone, she proceeds firmly.] 1 am resolved to bestow on 
him, whom I no longer dare call my husband, all the 
attentions which his situation renders necessary. If, as 
I hope, his life is not in danger, as soon as my pr,esence 
and my watchfulness shall have ceased to be essential, 
we shall have ceased to live for one another, and, until 
we meet in heaven, we never meet again. 

Bon, Good, lister, good. That's more than I could 
have ventured to hope. 

Lou. Perhaps it is more than I could have dared to 
resolve, had not the sight of my boy awakened me to 
what I owe him, and the world. Still, my brother, if, 
spite of my reason, spite of myself, too weak to sustain 
the sacrifice, I should fall, at last, a victim to shame 
and^love, swear, swear solemnly never to forsake that 
child ; and though his mother did not heed your warn- 
log, remember that his father wais an honest man. 

[She sobs, Bonhomhb attempU to replift but has 
not the power ^ and can only riw& iMto her arms, 
. — They embrace, 

Db Lislb appearSf c. u. b. 

De L. Madam, I am— 

Bon. [Apart^ ill'-temperedly,] What, what does h« 
want t 

De L. Your pardon, madam. — Your husband — 

Lou. [At the word *' husband," staggers ^ sinks on a 
chair, and hides her face.] My husband * 'Tis done ! — 
True, he is my husband I 

Bon, Pray, sir, what would you have with us ? You 
perceive my sister is not in a state of mind to receive 
strangers. 

De L. I have several times attempted to see her hus- 
band, but ineffectually. All that I have been able to 
learn of him proves, that his conduct has been most 
ex«mpUwy ever since he has lived in this part of tiie 
eountjry. 
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Bon, Be sure, lir, had it not, William BoDhomme 
and his sister woald not have received him under their 
roof. 

LoH. Oh! yes, sir, if ever he did forget the laws of 
honour, his conduct for the last seven years lias been t 
reparation most ample and most public. 

De L, Seven years an inhabitant with you ! J 

Bon. Yes, sir. 

De L, And found under very strange circumstanceSy 
I understand ? 

Bon» Yes, sir. 
[Louise looks at her brother with ditquietf and 
makes a sign to him to be silent, , 

De L. They say, too, he never gave any intimation 
of his name or family. But [ can hardly thinly that. 
Surely, with you he coiUd have no reserves. 

Bon, He ought to have had none\ sir, but he had. 

Lou, [Apart,^ I see it now I 'tis Henry they mean 
to pursue. 

be L. He was bom in Paris, was be not ? He has a 
brother. Did you never hear him speak of that 
brother ? 

Bon, [Restraining himse^,'] Sir, I tell you again, I 
know nothing about him, nor should I have ever been 
inquisitive, but op my sister's account ; for I have no 
great opinion of those that try to worm themselves into 
the confidence of others, while they are so very guarded 
with respect to themselves. 

De L, I understand your allusion, Mr. Bonhomme ; 
\ but it does not touch me ; and, were you aware of the 
motives upon which I act, you might deem me worthy 
of a better opinion. 

Bon, Ob, sir, there*s no great penetration wanting to 
see into your motives. 

De L, You are your own master, sir ; but there is a 
way to get at the truth ; and, as 1 am determined to find 
it out, that way I must adopt. 

Bon, [Alarmed.'] Sir I 

Lou,- (in a hurried tone^ and rapidly to Bon- 
homme. J Brother, he will be lost, If not hurried from 
this place instantly. Save him from public shame. 

[Exit Bonhomme, r. 

Lou, {Glancing round,] Ah, sir I I supplicate you, 
if Henry^s fate is in your hands — 

De L, You mistake me, madam. 

Lou, No, no! You seek in vain to hide your pur- 

c 3 
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pose, 1 see, 1 feel, that you have long been In pursnit 
of this unhappy fugitive. 
De L. That's perfectly true, madam ; but- 
Low. Then, in the name of heaven, Ithrowinff her' 
gtlf on her knees in an agony of grief ,'i grant that he 
may escape the ignominy that awaits him ! In pity de- 
part, that he may fly to some foreign land. Let not the 
agony of his wife implore in vain. 

De L, [ With great emotion, raising Acr.] Madara„ 
this posture ill becomes you. Believe me, had it been 
in ray powpr to restore your husband to happiness, your 
tears had been dried up ere now. 

Lou, I hear steps. — Perhaps this is the last time we 

can ever meet. 

De L, I leave you, madam. Heaven grant tliat ray 
return may bring you happier tidings ! 

[Exit Db Lis us, l. u.. e. 

Enter Henry, r., leaning on Basil. He ispaie, anti 
his arm slung in a black handkerehitf, Bonh^m me 
and Pelix follow, 

Lou, Henry I They are leading him thia way. It 
breaks my heart to see him. {Music. 

Hen, [Appears feeble, '\ Ah, madam ! this last kind- 
ness is more than all the rest. To consent to see me, 

after — 

Bonh, [Taking Felix by the Aan<2.— •/» an undeV" 
tone,'[ Forget not your duty to your child. — Come, 
Felix, come with me. 

[Goes out, followed by Felix and Basil, i.. 

Hen. t)earest Louise! Can I ever hope your pardon 
for what I have made you suffer ? 

Lou, My pardon ! Are not your sufferings as greaX 

as^mine? 

^Ifen, Greater than words can picture. Do you n«l 
hate the causer of your woes ? 

Lou. Hate you ? Our moments are number*d. We 
are beset by spies. An hour hence, perhaps^ you can- 
not escape their vigilance. If you still love me, fly« 
fly. It must be ; for your ruin is sworn. Go, live 
far from your Louise, and trust her love, whose heart 
is yours for ever. 

Hen. Unparalleled devotedness! Can I have con- 
cealments from a heart like this t Louise, I claim more 
than love — I claim your esteem ; — and, ere 1 leave yon, 
yott shall own I merit it. 
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Lon, [With interne emoHonJ] What? Oh, speak! 
Go on ! but don*t — oh, don't deceiye me ! 

Hen. Not for worlds 1 Learn, then, I was never 
guilty. 

[Louise is compieteiy tistunbed in the narraiipe^ 
and standSj statne'like, with outstretched armsy 
as if impatient to hurry on the story. 
Eight years ago I was placed by my elder brother in 
the banking-house of a rich unele in Paris, whom I 
never saw. My brother was bimselif ona of the head- 
cashiers, and 1 his assistant. His iBCome would have 
been ai^ile, bat for a guilty passion for gaming. He 
supplied his wants from the funds entrusted to his 
charge. Suspicions arose in thfi bai&, but none knew 
on which of us they ought to rest. One night, my 
brother rushing in wild, pale, and in the last agony of 
desperation, avowed to me the cause and consequences 
of, his crime. He drew a pistol :— he was about to 
deprive his wife and little ones of thetr only stay. I 
fell at his feet, and implored him to live for their 
wretched sakes. In this situation the officers surprised 
us. My brother fainted. I declared myself the Cul- 
prit, and was taken. ' All his attempts to fix the guilt 
on himself were fruitless. He was admired for the 
wish to make a generous sacrifice : — / was condemned, 
sentenced to the galleys, and branded with that mark of 
infamy — which will go down with me to the tomb ! 
but, *twas to save a brother, his despairing wife, and 
helpless little ones t 

Lou. [Darts fonoaxd^ and falls upon her knees. 1 
Great Heaven, I thank thee ! [Springs «;>, leaps into 
her husband^ 8 arms, and holds him some time oioseiy 
pressed to her bosom.'\ My heart did not deceive lue. 
But, by what miracle did you get free f 

Hen. An officer, moved by my early years, iin^.||ee^ 
calamity,^ lent himself to my escape. I eiR«eted H with 
the wretch who recognised me this morniDg^, and wtM, 
less fortunate than I was, has only g'ained bis purpose 
after many years of suffering, dreadful, thouj^h de- 
served. 

Lou. And why would you not reveal this sooner ? 

Hen. Oh, . | could not make my innocence apparent, 
without bringing on my brother the punishment from 
which he had been redeemed by my sacri&ce. 

Lou. O, my Henry ! we may yet be happy ! Now infr 
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beait vtv own thee. Oonscience no longer stniggWs 
with my Ioto. 

Enter Ds Lisle, iuddentjf^ l. u. s. 

De L, Ply hence, unhappy man ! 

LoH, Whither, sir? He is innocent! whither would 
you force him 7 

De L* To safety. I tremble forliim. The villagers 
are armed. They conduct the soldiers hither. 

Hen, IWitk dignitif,'] I know not, sir, whence the 
interest you express for me can arise ; bat, whatevfr 
may be your object, I have her esteem, whose approba- 
tion is more dear than life, and now I defy calamity. 

De L. Confide in me. One word may save you. 

Lou, Hal 

De L. Atow your name. I answer for the result. 

[Music^^A pUtol tkatm 
Hear you that? 

Voices, [Behind], This way 1 this way! 

Enter Basil, in a kwny* 

Bos, Huzza! Huzza! They're got him! They'fe 
got him ! 
Hen, Who? 
Bos, The imp. 
Hen» The wretch who deceived me* 

Enter the Unknown. 

ITMr. Save me, or we both are lost ! 

Hen, Infamous villain I dare you-^— 

Unk. Save me, I say, or give n:e arms : 1*11 fight *em 
to the last — [Mueic, Violent tumulty the stage is lined 
with Gens-d armes and armed Villagers. They mshon 
the Unknown, and force him to the ground— Alt ike 
characters come on.] What! deny me help? — Nay, 
then, we fall together. [ To those who hold him,] Arrest 
that man. The scaflfold claims him:— 'tis ^ul De 
Lisle ! 

De L. Paul De Lisle! Great Providence ! thy ways 
are just. The object of my long search is gained. The 
monster, who would crush thee, destroys himself, and 
gives thee back to the world, to happiness, to honour. 

Hen. What do I hear?—- 
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De L, Thy brother, dying, avowed his guilt. — ^Thy 

tentence is revoked, thy innocence proclaimed. Be 

happy in thy uncle's arms, and shafe his heart and 

fortune ! [Music, 

Tableau.-^The CmridinfalU. 
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